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by MICHAEL WELDON 
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It wos a rare opportunity for Crawford to play 
the role, not only of detective, ў 
but judge апа jury, too — and lover, 7 


of course 


hert u Sulit 

THE АКАР! 
HENRIETTA RAWLINGS 
toward Ciawford across the 
fal 

e held trim by a 
с beneath the open neck 
She might 
woman in 


lmost 


milion Tm unsof 

She said, her voice low but chilli 

I want my biother's murderer punish 
ed. Hal may от may not have been 
tat of the mst water, bat be was my 


fting his 
He s aid 


to fun in whos е 
ck eye for them to 


sader like Hal 


tensity 

ed wi 

man who shot 
he spotted Willy S 


turn the page 


Crowfoid flipped the contents of 
hir glass into Lorno's face 


# 


^ 


4 


f 


PUNISHMENT, from page 4 

the man who blinded Victor Riesel? 

The police... f” Hencietta paused, 
„and her cleavage stirred in interest- 

ing fashion as she took a deep breath. 

"Besides," she added, "tbey're looking 

too far afield.” 

Crawford thought this over. He said, 
"Crime crusader or not, you can Бе 
cateio they checked your sister-in-law 
thoroughly. When а marıied person is 
muideied, the mate is always fist sus- 


“Lorna,” replied Henrietta thought. 
fully, "is a very clever bitch. I ought to 
know — І roomed with her at col. 

ge" 

"You really believe she killed him?” 
the par investigator inquired. 

"She had cause.” Again Henrietta 

sed. Her short, silver blonde curls 
stirred restlessly as she surveyed the 
toom. Then she said, "The urge to 
find things out, then to use his infor- 
mation, that made Hal a great report 
er, was a prime, stinking hi 
around the house. | remember once 
when | was fifteen and crazy for a 


boy at home, Һе .. ." She let it lie 
there. 

"You want his murder avenged?” 
Crawford asked her. 


"I want his murderer punished," 
said Henrietta, her nostrils dilating 
ever-so-faintly. Here, thought Craw 
ford, beueath the lacquer of college 


m e lay а fine, almost 
tightenin; timitive woman, 
EAS think | сап do 
it?" he inquired almost lazily. The fact 
that he was a private investigator was 
one of his most closely guarded sec- 
rets, and he was curious as to how this 
womau had dug him out. 

"Т know you can," she informed him 
with level gaze. "Hal wasn't the ooly 
member of the family who had з flait 
for ferreting out facts, Crawford. I 
know a great deal about you. Never 
mind how.” 

"Then you must know that I'm 
damned expensive," he told her. 

"I know that, too,” she replied. "If 
you satisfy me that yon have fulfilled 
the assignment, I'll pay yon ten thou- 
sand dollars” 

"Fifteeu,” said Crawford. 

"They settled for twelve and a half. 
Then, the detective said, "My retainer 
on a job of this type is five thousand 
— payable іп advance." 

"How do І know you'll deliver,” 
Henrietta asked cautiously. 

"If yon kaow as mnch about me 45 
you chim, the gnestion is unnecessary." 
Hc made a move as if to rise from the 
table. 

Жеп minntes later, he-had Henriet- 
ta's check for five thousand. Only then 
did he say, "Now, why do you really 
suspect Lorna Rawlings of murdering 
your brother?" 


—— 


2” 


71 don't know that she did,” quali- 
fied Heniietta. "Heaven knows she had 
cause to hate Hal, just as 1 did." 

"Sounds like an average marriage,” 
said Crawford quietly. 

"I know —thats why l've never 
married," Henrietta assured him. "But 
Lorna is madly iu love — with а man 
named Nick Jessup. A dreamboat if 
ever | saw oue." 

"Jessup .. ." Crawford repeated the 
name thoughtfully. 

“You knew him?" 

"1 seem to have heard of him," te- 
plied the investigator, "Is he in love 
with Lorna?" 

"Who knows what 2 man is?" she 
countered. "He's been making a play 
for her. Mutual friends have told me 
about it." Henrietta paused once more, 
her very light blue eyes noticeably soft. 
euing. She added, "He really is ter- 
ribly attractive. If | were in Lotna’s 
place, 1 might be tempted to...” 
Again she let thought and sentence 
daogle. 

"Is Loina rich?" Crawford asked, 

Henuietta shrugged. "І really don't 
know. І suppose she has somethiug. 
Her family used to be well off.” 

"Did your brother leave her auy- 
thing?" 

"$craps— а few thousand,” said 
Henıietta, "He drew up a new will 
just before he was — before he died, 
leaving the rest of his property to me.” 

"I'm surprised the police haven't iu- 
vestipated you as а suspect," Crawford 
remarked, returning his alligator bill- 
fold, complete with check, to his breast 

ocket. 


"They have," said Henrietta, faint 
color darkeniug her cheeks. 


"And ,, . ?" Crawford could be Ў 


cryptic, too. 
"| had an unassailable alibi,” she re- 
torted, her blush deepening. 
"I hope he was good 10 bed," said 
the investigator politely, 
"That," she said angil, 
of your damned business.” 
"Don't," he told her, beckoning the 
waiter over, "be too sure. May we 


"ts none 


have the check please, Armand?” * 


Por 
FOR TWO REASONS, Crawford'avoid- 
ed the police, though exact knowledge 
of what they had or had not found 
out would have been valuable to him. 
One, his value as a private investigator 
would have been seriously weskened 
if the police knew of it— and, two, 
іп view of the somewhat extralegal 
nature of his assignment, he felt that 
officialdom might well be inclined to 
ut roadblocks in his path if they 
new him to be on. М. гра 
Which meant he to arrange an 
„interview with the bereaved Еа 
Rawlings on his own recognizances. 
+ —turn to page 40 
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if you knew Susie... 


Ер vou KNEW Susie 

—19-year-old blonde Snsanne Sydney, 

that is, who's busting ont all over these 

5 ages — like know Snsie, yond 

She's a little girl, with a big problem, who wants to [inow that she had a majestic sized 

Í h problem last Deceraber when she went 

make people laugh. % andition for the part of 14-year-old 

Рабу іп Dnpon't video production of 
"Junior Miss’ 

Susanne's problem, yor see, was that 
she had ded still has, we әле pleased 
to report) а 39-inch bnst, with pleas 
ingly ample endowments elscwheie— 
rather unlikely for the physical chai 
acteríslics of the adolescent character 
she passionately деспей to play. 

iewing Susanne’s рісаме portfolio, 
casting director Sally Brady pointed to 
some ıatheı exciting specimens and 
wained, "Better not show bin; any of 
these" — him being Ralph Nekon, che 
director, 

"I had to stap myself in, wear a 
pony tail, chew bubble guin, and phy 
hopscotch in the hallway,” Susanne 1¢- 
members mischtevonsly, bnt when she 
had her big audilíon scene with Nel. 
son, it woiked, and she landed what 
has up to now been the choicest cole 
of her yonng career. 

A few months late, working wilh 
Elvis Presley in "King Cicole”, no- 
body asked het to hide anything, least 
of all Elvis. She was wearing а sweater 
and з dindl skirt, and what she had 
she had and it was proti nding all over 

Between scenes, $nsanne was sitting 
оп a camera dolly, relaxing and watch- 
ing Elvis and one of his cousins 
("There always seemed to Бе this 
bunch of consins around") playing 
catch. The Pelvis kept looking ош 
guls way and wiggling his hips like 
he does when he sings, In схазрега- 
tíon, Susanne called out to him, 
‘Promises! Promises! Promises!”, 
) whereupon Elvis cıooned back іп his 
more like Suzie, herself, om the staircase. co, "Beveily Wibh&e Hotel 

\ ...Room 850...P” 

Susanne, who was born in New 
Yoik City, was brought to California 
eleven yeais ago by hei dentist father 
and ex-actress mother, for health rea- 
sons — not only heis — everybody 
needed fresh air, sunshine and wide 
open spaces, With Susanne, it certain 
ly did the нісі, for she has nothing 
Jess than blossomed. 

Coming along behind her ín the 
Sydney clan, there ate five other kids 
— two brothers and two sisters. Poor 
Susanne has got to keep on her tocs 
and keep consistently busy because her 
51^-year-oK sister also wants to be an 
actress, has an agent, and is ont look- 
ing foi work, and it wouldn't do at all 
to have the Ber gel ahead of hei 
in the woik and eainings department, 

In that respect, however, Susanne 


е . 


Suns popping om im "Maid in The Ozarks”, above lejt, r$ а tot different 
than suapped-in young шел of Junior Miss", above with Carol Lynley — 


has done quite wel! for somebody who 
just started her professional career 
about а year or so ago. She has just 
finished "High School Hellcats” for 
American Intemational — which she 


She plays a real hellion named 
Dolly іп this one, complete with a 
knife in her hand and murder Ја her 
eye. After killing one girl, however, 
and trying to get another with her 
wicked big blade, she goes over the 
balcony in the darkened theater where 
the Hellcats hold their meetings, and 
happily comes to no good end 

Susanne had to learn to smoke for 
this one, but since she has a real 
problem keeping her full, round, 
curvy figure under control, she finds 
it "better than eating." 

Another vice she had to learn for 
this movie was knife throwing “І was 
having à hell of a time trying to get 
it to stick, even though they had an 
expert on-set teaching me how. Final- 
ly, in one big scene, with the cameras 
grinding away, it finally stuck, quiver- 
ing dramatically as it was supposed to. 
I was so pleased with myself until І 
notíced that it was thc wrong end that 
hed stuck. It had gone right through 
the soft prop door." 

Another time, with che camera 
angled Iow and in front of her, the 


director ordered, "Thtow it right at 
us thís time, honey . . . right at the 
cameraman...” 


“Well, І took him at his word, 
naturally -— after all, he was the di- 
rector — and I threw that switchblade 
with all my might right toward the 

ickily, I stil wasn't any 

have killed somebody. 
ed off the dolly right 
raman and the di- 


I wasn't actually supposed to 
y itl” 

sanne still remembers what might 
nsidered her first show business 
experience. lt was back іп the first 
gtade of the elementary school she 
t to іп New York City. She 
ted to bang on somcthing like the 
аг the triangle — “І wanted to 
noise, but they made me the 
conductor.” 

It was the first part she missed out 
on — something an actress has to get 
used to — but she saw it through like 
a trouper, and made up for it by play- 
ing the violin for eight years after- 
ward. 

When Susanne left New York, one 
of her little girl friends asked her 


з, 
w 
m 


Ж... Ж 


where she was moving and shc said, 
7... to Hollywood, California " 

"Gee," said thc moppet, enviously, 
"me you going to be a movie star?" 

"The thought hadn't ever occurred to 
Susanne, but she saw her chance for a 
big exit scene and ceplied, hanghtily, 
as she flounced ой, "Why, yes, of 
course I'm going to be a movie star!” 

Her first movie, more than a decade 
later, was а little gem called “Motor 
cycle Gang”, also for Amcıican Inter- 
national. She had an agent by this 
time, and though she had done a lot 
of Little Theater work around Holly- 
wood, she was still to make her pro- 
fessipnal dchut. 

She had just returned to town from 
end іп Mexizo at the bullfighis, 
ke most actresses, the fist thing 
she did was call her agent. "Get over 
to Amencan International 1ight away,” 
hc told hei. "They've got a part for 


yon! 


"Of course | was excited and happy 
about ít" she says, "bat when І got 
the script, I didn't know whether to 
bc insnked o not The character 
weighed 250 pounds! І know i'm big, 
but not that big!” 

Having a tendency to plumpness 
might not be such a disadvantage in 
Snsanne's cai as it might be in 
somebody else's, After all, they can't 
all be glamour girls—and even she, 
as exhibited in a conple of the picture 
on these pages, сап sometimes de 
with the snliy sexiness of а Bi 
Bardotte. 

Susanne, however, wants to be a 
comedienne, and while there's fantas- 
tically stiff competition for the dazzling 
beauty soles, there isn't so mnch for 
the second Icads, snch as the stapped- 
in tole she played т "Junior Miss”. 

Beside that ТУ spictaculu, she’s 
had a number of оће opportunites 
to phy comedy. There's been even more 


comedy, however, in the bits of the 
traditional stage horscplay and trickery 
that's been played on her by other 
actors, and which she has played on 
them. 

In "Junior Miss" — in which Carol 
Lynley took the lead — Susanne had 
an opportunity to play with snch great 
stars as Don Ameche, David Wayne, 
Panl Ford, joan Bennett and Diana 
Lynn. After one exit, Ameche handed 
һе a folded piece of paper, and 
whispered importantly, "Here's a note 
for you!” 

Susanne opened it— nothing. She 
passed the note along to Paul (the 
Colonel of "Sergeant Bilko”) Ford, 
whispa ing urgently, "Here's a note 
for you!” Later, as she was changing 
her shoes off-stage, there was the pa- 
per, all tom into bits, stuffed inside 
them-— and сс was Don Ameche 
roaring his head off. The gag had 
вопс full cicle Баек to him, and he 
had put a new twist on it. 

In a Little Theater show once, she 
had a part in which she leaned 
(whoops!) over the leading man and 
he popped a piece of toast in her 
mouth while he talked, then she had 
some lines to deliver, One night, he 
substituted a hard-boiled egg yolk. 

"It was like getting a can full of 
takurn powder powed in yout mouth,” 
temembets Susanne, "I had to rush 
off-stage to get tid of it, before І 
could come baek and say my lines." 

She got in her own licks, however, 
when she was playing the zaney Daisy 
Belle m "Maid In The Ozarks” at 
Los Angeles’ Forum Theater. One of 
the characters had a seene with a can 
of worms, for which squiggly little 
bits of cutup inner tubes were used. 
On the last night of the show, 
Susanne substituted real worms and 
almost broke up the show. The lead. 
ing lady came off-stage sick. 

Her costume in "Maid" was a mas- 
terpiece created from an old sheath 
diess belonging to one of her sisters. 
While the director and producer sat 
in the audience to sce the effect on the 
audience and calling the signals, the 
stage тапада attacked the garment 
here and there and everywhere with a 
huge pair of scissors, 

When the creation was finished, it 
was а pıobkm as to how long it 
would hold togther, for the very ful. 
some Susanne was coming out all over 
the place. 

"Every time 1 moved, it would (езі 
a little more,” she says. "Some people 
kept coming back to see the show to 
see if І would actually fall ont of the 
dress," 

Susanne credits her folks’ encom age- 
ment with the fact that she is moving 


ahead іп her chosen career. In the 
shows she did in Little Theater, they 
often worked with her, taking various 
parts in the plays. 

"To draw an audience, we used 
titles for shows like, The Widow Was 
Willing and “Іп Bed We Forget,” 
Susanne remembers, gleefully. She 
was only in her mid-teens then, and 
these shows were an education in sex 
for her, as well as training in theater. 

"Once І couldn't get along with the 
leading man іп a show," she says, 
pouting, "and they had to change the 
end of the play because I wouldn't 
kiss him.” 

Another time, she was cast as an 
illegitimate child in search of her 
father. A real teat-jetker of a farce! 

Susanne lives in the San Fernando 
Valley with her family, where her 
father practices dentistry, besides 
dabbling in Little Theater. She major- 
ed in Theater Acts at Van Nuys High 
School and then switched, in her 
senior year, to Hollywood Professional 
School, where she got her diploma in 
‘Theater Arts. 

One of the memorable things she 
did at Hollywood Professional was 2 
couple of self-written monologues, de- , 
liveted before the entire student body 
at an Auditorium Call. 

“One was about a ghost who 
éouldo't scare people, and the other 
about an Indian who was on the wat- 
path because his —great-great-great 
grandfather didn't pet any white meat 
from the turkey at the first Thanksgiv- 
ing Dinner." 

That was the comedienne in her 
coming out. Any girl who has the 
urge can wiggle their fanny and throw 
their chest out, but how many 
actresses can write and deliver mono- 
logues about “an Indian who was 
etc., еіс, etc, 

Another example of Susanne's more 
than adequate gray matter is her choice 
of a boyfriend. She loves men, finds 
them charming, exhuberently declares, 
“they'll never bo replaced by women !”, 
and definitely wants to get married 
and have a family. 

Het boyfriend is quite special, how- 
ever — he's а tall, handsome, pleasant 
actot-wtiter named Tom Olson. Now, 
you may not think that that is such a 
much — sure, lots of guys could an- 
swer that description, there are hun- 
dreds of them looking for work in 
Hollywood. 

But the family of this one, bub, 
owns the largest platinum mine іп the 
world — the Good News Bay Mining 
Company, at Platinum, Alaska — and 
thats the best introduction and recom- 
mendation we've ever had for any- 


body! > a 


ht adventure in the world’s far 
, ciskimg life and limb in search 
citement and wealth with seldom 
a second thought. History is studded 
with their names, from 2 the 
Great to “Wrong Way 

beyond, the names o М 
crossed up the rules of society in put- 
suit of a dream and made their dreams 
come true, According to the late Wil 
liam Bolstho, who made an authori- 


of 


„ IN TINSEL 


ct 
X | by K. ROBERT HOWARO 


Todd, Rickord, Barnum were oll colorful, 
colossal titons in the field of spectacle 


and in politics. But in no single field е carnival rollcr.cosster, yet who have 
have such colorful, colossal and appeal. lived and іса in the eyes of mil 
ing adverituous personalities arisen гз lions. For Todd is the latest in what 
in the never-nevei land of spectacle — has become the Big Three of Amer- 


in the presentalion of spaüng or the can showmen-— it was he who ran 
atıical events befae the general pub the total up to three x 
lic. Ancient Rome had із mighty Phineas Taylor Barnum, Tex Rick. 


entreprenents, as did the courts of the ані and Todd — these were and aie 
great French. monarchs and the lesser despite the intrusion. of death, the 
tulers of haly and Bavata, Yet по опе titans, Barnum, who practically in- 
land, in any one century, has seen the vented ihe business of showmanship 


tative study of snch individual: 


widely read “Twelve Against the rise of such titans ef tinsel as has the —acket if you wall; Riekard, who 
Gods”, Casanova was such а man, as United States within a decade or two reated spectacles that drew np to al 
were othe: great leaders, charlatans тое than the last hundred years most $2,000,000 for a single perform: 


in their individual fields The парс death, this past spring, ance; Todd, who casnally ed in 
of Producer Michael Todd іп the (мге times that amonnt (money he 
І of the greatest adven, wreckage of his storm-tossed private — didn't have) on а film extravaganza 
turers known to lustory have been men plane outside of Albuquerque, New that may well bring іп $100,000,000 
of the sword, the swindle and the fexico, bas sharply EE np this at the country’s box offiecs before its 
Бордоп — their br and sisters fabulons and prodigal ad final print is laid away for good. 
have opaated da and success ups ind downs and Thee were others, of course — 
Ну in connting ho in industry immense successes E been those of ur the page 
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TINSEL, from page 13 

men like William A. Brady, Florenz 
Ziegheld, Mike Jacobs and Cecıl De- 
Mill along with many more—all 
of whom made more or less permanent 
maiks on the appallingly risky profes- 
sion of offering entertainment in one 
form or another to the рпЫіе, as well 
as on the public itself. Bat it was the 
Big Three— Bamum, Rickard and 
Todd — who ptodnced the most pnl- 
verizingly titanıe shows against the 
stecpest odds, who ovcrcame unsur- 
mountable obstacles s:mply by invent- 
ing new forms of promotion, who 
made Ámerica the most entertainment- 
conscions eonntıy since the last Rp- 
man gladiator punctured his last 
manpy lion. 

АП of them were strictly Nonas 
fiom Nowhere. None had family, іп. 
herited wealth or connections in high 
places to speed Шет on their way. 
Noi did any of this gigantic three- 
some have the slightest trace of show- 
mauship on his family tree. They did 
it on thai own. 

Bamum, for instance, came from a 
clan of Connecticut hicks, Ву all the 
laws of genetics, he should have гс. 
mained a small farmer or storekecper 
thionghont his 71 ycas, practiemg 
practical jokes and amnsing neighbors 
o customers with his endless stung 
of tall stories He was a big fellow, 
standing two or three inches over six 
feet, with an engaging personality, 
great vigor and exceedingly aiticnlate 
for a man with little formal schooling. 

Born in 1810, after a conple of 
early failnies and much shrewd trad- 
ing and Beh he burst npon the 
New York scene as the proprietor and 
plomotcr of Baronm's Museum, a 
catchall sort of whatisit which cxhibit- 
ed every available item, truc or un- 
ashamedly frandnlent, that was likely 
to diaw credulous customers at a 
shilling a show, fiom а genninc 
giffe (or cameleopatd as it was 
known m those days) to a Тарапеве 
"meumnaid" which was ultimately 
proved to be a mummified female 
monkey with flaccid, enlarged breasts 
adroitly sewed ooto a large йа. 

Thcre was sneh a 1afish good- 
hnmor to Bannm that, somehow save 
for ontraged eompeitois, people fail. 
cd to be disturbed by his occasional 
frands, He gave them plenty of odd 
tealities and dressed his dramas (hc 
tan that wonderful old chestnnt, "The 
Dinnkad", for yeas in bis audi- 
torium) in such pions morality that 2 
пір to his "museum" was, for decades, 
almost as mnch a part of the national 
cule pai as а tip to Niagara 

Е а 


His energy was incredible — he 
worked day and night and often dined 


on a primitive "hero" sandwich as his 


only nourishment while raking in thc 
dollars and shillings at the box office 
himself. And his wit and ıesonicefnl- 
ness soon krew lcgendary, That other 
wonderfiil old chestnnt abont his егесі» 
ing a sign reading "To the Egıess” to 
move ә lowering crowd out of the 
joint to make room for fresh-paying 
enstomers clamoring for admittance 
on the sidewalk is entirely true. 

Barnnm was anything but a shrink- 
ing violet, He was a гарра who de. 
lighted m making good liis boasts, по 
matter how flamboyant. He: delighted 
in taking long chances when con- 
vinced he had a solid hnneh — and, 
more often than not, his hnnches paid 
off in gold. Out of the proeceds of 
his museum, Bannm bonght himsclf 
a piece of a New York newspaper and 
engaged in other remuncrativc ven- 
ішез. He was the first great publicist 
the world had ever seen, 

He put on the fist Wild West 
show in Hoboken, in Jnly, 1843, for 
fiee—fnt pocketed $3,500 in clear 
profit thiongh а deal with the ferry 
boat company Wat took the crowds 
ало the Hudson to sce a bnifalo 
kant and brought Мелі back again 
This shrewdly compnted cxtiasaganza 
also Бай: up a long subsegnent inn of 
Wild West shows in Manhattan and 
on the road, even thongh Barnum him- 
self was terrified of his own Indians, 

Int his first chance at world no- 
toricty came in November, 1842, when 
Barnnm spent a night in his brotlicı's 
hotel in Bridgeport, Connecticut. 
Brother Philo there informed him of 
a five-year-old dwarf named Charles 
S. Stratton, who was perfectly formed, 
lived in town and was only two feet 
onc inch tall, 

Barnum went to see the marvel and 
engaged him for four wecks of 
fuscum appearances — he was afraid 
the miniatuıc might gtow and leave 
him stuck with a long contract. The 
salary of this wonder was settled, after 
considerable dickciing with the elder 
Strattons, at a pimecly tree dollars 
per weck. 

The great showman added six years 
to the child's age, renamed him Gen- 
cral Тат Thumb, and was off to the 
taces, To Baigum's delight, the "gen: 
eral” proved to be amiable, intelligent, 
even something of a prodigy, who 
piekel np patter and song-and-dance 
routines tapidly, The dwarf and the 
gieat showman got along together 
from start to finish, and proceeded 
happily to work and play together for 
fame and a small mint of money. Bar- 
nnm sent him on tour after he proved 
a New York smash hit, raising his 
stipend to $25 a weck, then to £50 
pus expenses for a Enropean tour. 

y that time, some 80,000 persons 
had paid to see the little marvel, and 
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some 10,000 are said to have seen him 
oft at thc pier. 

In Liverpool, thc 55-year-old Bar- 
num soon weht into one of the few 
funks of his ontrageons caesi, Liver- 
pool showmen were anxious to put 
the general on display, but at а top 
admission of tuppence, which they 
claimed was all the British public was 
accustomed to paying. This seemed 
appallingly primitive to Barnam, who 

d been charging a two-bit fee for 
years and getting away with it. But 
the entreprenem's spirits revived 
gnickly in London, when General 
Tom drew large crowds in a special 
three-night trial engagement at thc 
Princess's Theater, 

Howeser, the Connecticut Yankee 
was ont after bigger gamc and with- 
diew Ins phenomenon from pnblic 
vicw unti] he could arrange the spon- 
зазбір of ıoyalty, wliich he felt 
wonld add the necessary tonch of 
glamor to transform a mere hit into 
а tine sensation. This looked difficnlt, 
sinee Опсеп Victoria's court was in 
monning for her father-in-law, but 
Barnum used a Ictter of mtradnetion 
fiom N. Y. Tribnne editor Horace 
to obtain an andienec with 
cal ster Edwaid Everett, 
whose usual chill snobbery was soft- 
ened by the lette, by Bainum's ef. 
fusive charm and by Tom Thumb's 
precocity, Everett promised to anange 
the meeting and did so. 

The royal family was fascinated — , 
this was the young and ıather gay 
Qncen Victoria of 1844, only seveo 
years on the thronc, not the forbid- 
ding old biddy of her later decades 
—by the antics of the little man, 
реи by his impersonation of 
Napoleon, and twice moie invited 
showtnan and dwarf to Buckingham 
Palace, The general was made, and 
Bamnm overnight became ап inter 
national fign:e, 

The odd duo mopped up in Lon . 
don with the royal approval shrewed- 
ly publicized and then proceeded to 
Paris and the court of King Louis 
Philippe. There, General Tom dropped 
the Napoleon bit from the act tempor- 
arily and was royally received. At 
Longchamps, his miniature coach, 
diawn by fon: tiny ponics, created a 
sensation that сій still more gold 
to flow into the Barnnm coffers, 

To save paying the 25 percent tax | 
on natural curiosities, Bainum con- | 
veıtcd his prodigy into an actor, star 
1ing him in a comedy title "Petit 
Ponet" (Little Thumb) in which 
they tonred the French provioces for 
a theatrical tax of a mere 11 cent, 
and later tonred Еторе and, the next 
уелі, the British Isles, іп uninterrupt- 
ed triumph, Well known Historical 
Painter Benjamin Robert Haydon, a 
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ра! of Keats and other eminent artis- 
tie Britons, committed suicide when, 
while showing his paintings in the 
same building in London where Tom 
Thamb wes on display, his exhibit 
drew a pitiful 1551; patrons ("the 
V, а little gill") in а week to the 
American "monstrosity's" 12,000 I 
Wordsworth and Lord Robcıt Peel, 
soon to be Prime Minister of England, 
followed poor Haydon's body in the 
funeral—bnt they also patonized 
Barnnm's prodigy! 

Barnum and the fabulous dwaif 
maintained a close and friendly, to 
say nothing of mutually profitable, re- 
lationship until the litte fellow’s 
death many years later, His marriage 
{to a midget) drove national and 
foreign news fiom the front pages 
for weeks. Mcanwhile, back in New 
York in 1847, Barnum built himself 
a Bridgeport honse that was a virtual 
mnseum of architcetutal and decora: 
tive hoirots (though prononnced the 
last word in its own day) and cast 
about for new profit-making projects. 
He negotiated [Es Shakespear's birth- 
place and Madame Tonssand’s wax- 
works among other items, to the in- 
dignant dismay of patiotie Britons, 
and continued to eash in on his 
Mnsenm, his Wild West Shows and 
Geneial Tom. 

At this time, he seems to have be- 
come alaımed out of his wits with 
fear of becoming a drunkaid (Bar 
num was neither the fist nor the last 
promoter to fall prey to his own pro- 
paganda) and took the pledge, osten- 
tatiously destroying а eellaiful of costly 
wines and brandies at lranistan (that 
was the name of his Bridgeport 
horse of horror). Then, іп 1849, he 
got the idea of binging coloratura 
Swedish opera diva Jenny Lind to 
America. 

Jenny Lind, danghter of a wastrel 
father and an appallingly priggish 
mother and ielatives, was perhaps the 
smnggest, most sententiously pions 
and ostentatiously virginal soprano 
that ever Ванна ont in front of the 
footlights She would not sing іп 
Paria, for instanes, beeanse, to hei, the 
city was опе vast whaelonse, and 
she felt that the eonecit halls and 
seligious oratorio performances were 
far more fitting for a pnre young lady 
than the tempestnonsly sexy roles of 
grand opera, What was more, het 
voice, sweet, рше and about as ех 
citing as a pipe organ, showed it. 

But Jenny was born to her time. In 
an incteasingly sententions and mora) 
age, her very lack of timbre, like her 
infuriating smngness, made her the 
idol of mullions. She was not beantifnl, 
but sueh men as Mendelssohn and 
BU absens the composers, fell madly 
in love with her and dedicated their , 


compositions ("Elijah" among them) 
to he, Barnnm, anxious for cultnral 
as well as Ananeial standing, and pei- 
haps moved by a trace of genuine 
missionary motive, decided that Jenny 
was for bim, Late іп 1849, he sent an 
English aetor to negotiate 2 deal to 
bring Jenny to New Yotk. 

Не was not the first to have che 
ides, Among others, the fabulons 
Chevalier Wykoff, who had mopped 
np entreprenent-wise a few years 
eadiei by importing Paris Opera 
Prima Ballciina Fanny Ellsler to the 
Western Hemisphere, had been tying 
for some tine to Inre the "Swedish 
Nightingale” to these shozes. But bis 
timing was wrong, and his offer, while 
fair enongh ассои іад to snch offers 
in that era, was not snfficient to tempt 
Jenny. 

When Barnnm’s agent contacted 
her, it was with ап expense-guaran- 
teed proposition that would pay her 
$1,000 а performance for 150 shows 
in America and Havana within an 18- 
months period. Jenny atcepted, She 
was in the throes of breaking np het 
second tepid ıomantie engagement 
and wanted enongh money to retire 
from opers and build an orphan's 
home or something in Sweden. Fnr- 
thermore, she liked the engraving of 
lanistan whieh served Bainnm as 2 
letterhead To her, it looked solid. 

The Jenny lind promouon was 
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Barnnm’s second great tiumph, When 
the bankers refused to loan him the 
balance of the almost $200,000 he had 
ta fork over as a guarantee, he got it 
from a Universalist minister, п col- 
lccng on his piety promotions, In 
the months between completion of the 
deal and the Nightingale's arrival in 
New York, he made Ametica Jenny 
Lind conscious. He тап a $200 ode 
eontest for a special poem welcoming 
the singer to Ics Jt was won by 
edebiated poet-translator Bayard Tay- 
lor with a tasty little item than ran, 
in part — 
"Thon Cradle of Empire! thongh 
wide bc the foam 
That severs the land of my 
fathers and thee, 
} heat, from thy bosam, the wel. 
come of home, 
Foi song has a home in the hearts 
of the Free!” 

When this lytical horror swept the 
county nnder Barnnm's astate prod- 
ding, its anthor privately confessed 
that he wrote it only for the $200 
prize, and hoped it would not prove 
to be the sole work by which his name 
shonld be known. 

Ва nnm used the papers prodigious- 
ly. He sold tiekets іс the opening pet- 
formance at Castle Garden by lottery 
and invented the publieity tie-in ao 
mnch used today by snggesting that à 

—turn to page 30 


А happy new рагіог game for he-ing and she-ing 


"ADAM's EDEN" 


: 
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BEVERAGES, bKOADS and 
bribes! Put them ell together and you have an 
ADAM'S Eden-— cool, crazy game, especially de 
signed for ADAM by the author, with a liberal im 
ў kling of fun, sex and a hell of a lot of insidious 
conceived und drawn by E. JEROME POINC plotting, Mathematics, laws of chance, psychology 
ail were considered before we made the first 
sketch for the game which we guarantee will be 
idi WOMENS COLONY GUARD. American male's choice seduction prop. 


Now, somewhere in the grand cosmos 15 the pro- 
totype of a nudist colony seen by us in a vision 
when we were stoned. Deep within its Tush green 
foliage reclines а provocative virgin holding the 
jeweled key to all de material and emotional chas- 
tity belts in the colony — гау, in the world? Uo- 
fortunately, the nymph and her key are guarded by 
feminine harpies kaown as the Women's Colony 
Guaed. Dedicated protectors of the charms and 
physical accoutrements they lack, they are, however, 
cormptible, And the shrewd man, stron; enough 
to break through the brick wall, liberal enough 
with his beverages end bribes and persistent enough. 
to surmount all the obstacles along the colony path 
will eventually, sans shirt and pants perhaps, lay 
hands on the sublime key. — - t 


So here then are the rules for gur game, which 
combines good fun, good gambling, good drinking 
and good.,.well, you take it from there, Suffice 
it to say that the women players have about a 50 
percent greater chance of losing most of their зы 
clothes than do the men. The way we figure it- % 
YOU don't have to be plotted against to stri 


RULES: 54 


x 
1. Male players start at the brick colony аць b 
Female players — Fhe Women's Colony Guard y 


at the upper right comer, 


2. Number of moves taken ace determined by 
the roli of oye die. Ladies first. Position of players 
is indicated by any token you care to use. 

HYSICAL ў \ * 3 Directions on squares indicate actions of 

: players. Changes of movement atc indicated by at- 
fows and accompanying numbers. Loss of clothes 
is indicated by items specified. 

4. Black squares with circled numbers denote the 
number of sips which must be taken ftam the drink 
which stands before each player. 


5. Men who land on money squares must de- 
pt on that the amount of bribe specified. 

he next member of the Women’s Colony Guard 
to land on 4 square which has the outstretched 
palm takes and keeps the bribe deposited by the 
man. (Sure! Sure! You pay and the women win! 
You can’t win a cent. But what's a couple of bucks ` 
when this particular ruling, based on a perceptive 
understanding of feminine psychology, functions 
as an added inducement for the ladies to play. 
There's nothing a woman loves more than to ат» 
Ые and win without risking а cent herself.) й 


6. Аз Un come within a ftw squares of the 
virgin and key, they must roll the exact number or 


less to take possession. Any number higher than 
the remaining squares cannot be used. It becomes 
the equivalent of а missed tum. > 


So have fun and if you have a camera on hand 


send us a photo ef your group playing. p р 
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The bleak road was endiess, 
their life the some, 
no matter where they 
plied their ancient trade 


) 
! li 
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by GLENN LLEWELLYN 


Wr was LATDL, and 
the night had tuned bitter cold when 
the girls left thar cribs. Ima diew 
tight around her the motheaten mink 

she had picked up so many years be- 
fac in a ınmmage sale back in Ala 
bama. She was 2 tall, big-boned woman 
whose rouge-dotted checks and heavily 
laid-on eye-makenp failed miserably to 
mask-the fact that she was approach- 
ing forty summers. 

She said, "1 can remember v.hen І 
used to dread а ical bnsy night. In 
tbis God-forsaken place keeping Базу 
is the only way to keep warm. 

' — "I only got fomi enstomers," said 
Sal, a short, rol poly brunette whose 
Jittle black eyes were her only tiny 
features. "Who told ns we'd make a 
bankıall ont here anyway?” 

"I nnly deew two," sad Irma. “If 
that trucker hadn't been high and 
tossed mc an extra tenspot, Га really 
be crying the blues.” : 

They walked around to the front of 
the filling-station, restaurant and mo- 
tei behind which they did nightly busi- 
ness, They were there to service and 
solace the lonely night-drivers whose 
business canied them along this 
steetch of the broad double-ribbon of 
concrete highway that stretched, frost- 


covered and shining under the псов | 


and starlight, from houzon to gaunt 
horizon. Although the little room-and- 
bath cabins they called cribs were 
radiant-heated and ашыну weatheı- 
ptoofed, the icy winds that sent dnst- 
clouds swiling from dusk till dawn 
had an nnethical way of seeping 
through seams іп the jetry-built struc- 
tures and bringing in the cold and 
dnst with them. 

They stopped in at the counter for 
a sandwich and coffee before turning 
in, enjoying its warmth and bright 
ness. А pait of weary truckers, whose 
Inge diesel stood parked ont by the 
pamps, dozed in a booth. Save for them 
and Dave, the night short-order man, 
ihe place was empty. While Sal and 
Dave swapped limp wisectacks over the 
counter, Inma fell into a sort of 
reverie, Tike a dtowning woman with 
her life passing before ісі mind's сус 
in swift, technicolor revue. 

She had bem a whore ever since 
she ran away from home іп Texas, 
when she was litle more than 18 
yeats old, What the hdl, she thonght, 
how could a kid as gieen as she had 
been stay alive doing anything else? At 
first, being young and foolish, she had 
бошед she might make it big. In 
those days, she had had a sort of movie 
star exubecance of body the boys 
dıooled over, and freshness and gaiety 
tn go with it. 

Bnt her second teim in a Mississippi 
reformatory had taken the stach out 
of her — and a lot of the looks. She 
had been sick most of the time, and 
when she got out, she wasn’t the same 
gil, It was then, oret 15 ycars ago, 
that she had started working the high- 
way cubs, and it scemed as if she had 
donc nothing else since. 

Sure, she had traveled 
time ос another, she had 
‘sold her big hody in Califo n 
New York State (not New Yoik City), 
in Canada, in Anstalia and in South 
America where her fair skin and 
blondined Һай had eamed her quite 
a гип with the blonde-happy Latins. 
Yet, no matter where she went, it 
seemed always the same— the long 
highway, the casual, offhand, some- 
times brutal customers, the’ small fees, 
the poor food. Especially the long 
highway. Wherever (пеп went, по mat- 
tet how many new means of loco- 
motion they came np with —aiiplanes, 
[cs, now the tockct-ships — she 
ways seemed to wind np working a 
highway for truckers and nighttiavel- 
es. 

When she had signed on for this 
job, she had thought at least it wonld 
bc diffeıent. But here it was, the same 
old racket off the same dd highway. 
Irma had reached the paint where she 
was begioning to wonder if the ever- 
present toad actually went anywhere 


-at one 
and 


~~ if the little segment where she 
lived and plied her әде with a suc- 
cession of Sals was the only reality, 
the rest of it just something she had 
dreamed up. 

No matter where she went, it was 
always the same, always the road, al- 
ways the londiness, always thc feeling 
of being the only person really alive, 
and усё not really alive heisdf. She 
sipped her coffec and tried to shake 
herself ont of the mood. Tomarrow 
was Friday, and thc weekend business 
was nsnally pretty good. 

One of the truckers in the booth 
awoke from his doze and lifting his 
head from his foreums gave lima a 
broken-toothed grin of recognition. 
"Still here, honey?” he asked 

"What else?” she countered, 

"TH be coming through on my ie 
turn trip Sunday night,” he said. "How 
about saving me some timc?" 

"You know where to find me,” she 
said. Then, because thc mood was still 
npon Һе, "Joc, tell me — does this 
damned toad actually go anywheic, or 
does it end in nothing ova the 
horizon?” 

Joe looked at her, senwling, then 
said, "Now what kind of a qnestion 
is that?” 

Dave, behind the counter, jerked 
his head Íema's way and gave Sal a 
significant look. The plump little har- 
lot came: down off f counter-stool 
and plucked at I1ma’s atra. "Come on, 
Ima,” she said, hai voice low, "Let's 
tura in.” 

"Yon want company?" the awake 
trucker asked, grinning broadly. 

"I got company, thank you," said 
Sal"primly. > 

hen she got Irma outside, in the 
frost-chilled ай, she said sharply, 
"You want Dave to think yon've gone 
bats?” Пес breath, like Irma's made 
feather-plumes of vapor іп the ісу 
atmosphere. 

"Im not nuts — yet,” said Іста. “І 
inst got thinking. No matter where we 
go, it's always the same.” 

"Sure, өше,” said Sal, who was not 
a philosopher. "What do you expect?” 

Irma looked np at the sky, with its 

eculiar, spectacular star-brilliance. 

here was no moon, as she had known. 
the moon dniing her fust 30 years, be- 
fore coming here. Instead, like shoot- 
ing gars, the two tiny bits of bright 
ness called, for some crazy longhair 
tcason, Phoebns and Deimos, slowly 
chased one annthes across thé jeweled 


у. 

She said, "Yeah, but somehow, 
when we came here to Mars, | thought 
it was going to be different After 
all tn 

"Come on and sleep it off,” mged 
Sal, "Yon'll foel better tomonow af- 
ternoon when you wake up.” 9 
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Fox QUITE some 
time now, social commentators and 
moralists have been making 1emarks 
about the widespread use of pretty 
gills in American advertising. These 
gils, tiim, scrabbed and almost іп. 
variably grinning from ear to ear, have 
appeared with salubrious sales effects 
on advertisements for jnst about every 
conceivable product, from fertilizer to 
fine automobiles 

Depending on whether or not they 
approve of sex, the commentators and 
moralists have either expressed ар- 
provai of such use of comely yonng 
she-creatures. or deciied it for mixing 
ар commerce with the oldest and most 

erished of donble-action sports be- 
tween men and women. However, be 


cabin cruisers, carpets, mattresses, 
mnsic and magic reducing candies. 

Furthermore, they continue to smile, 
smile, smile, revealing more and more 
teeth each magazine issue оі television 
commercial. Their smiles keep cs- 
tomers, advertisers, mannfactnıers and 
publishers happy, while enabling their 
detractors to froth and bubble in the 
indignation without which theit days 
(and nights) would be ineffably fat 
and dull. 

However, except that good looking 
women are used for such selling pro- 


If there's anything that kills а sensuous mood, it's a Coney-Islond wide female smile! 


cesses, it seems strange that there 
should be so much thonght and talk 
abont sex ın advertising. If there is 
anything less sexy than a babe wearing 
a broad grin, in ot out of a swim-suit 
or evening gown, we wish someone 
would step forward and name it. Ас. 
tually, anyone who gives way to a brosd 
giin even when thinking about sex, 
much less when pract it, is a freak, 
Great sexpots, like Malene Diet 
sich and бісіа Garbo, never grinned, 
at least not while projecting passion. 
So glum was Greta dnting her great 
years of movie stardom, in fact, that, 
near the end of her active career, 
when she appeared in “Ninotchka”, the 
fact of her actnally laughing before the 
camera was emblazoned as boldly by 
the film’s advertisers as if World War 
Two, then just beginning, had snd- 
denly stopped dead. "Garbo Laughs? 
was the war-cry, as, а few years earlier, 
it bad been "Africa Speaks!" But 
Сафо didn’t laugh during her breath- 
taking lovemaking segnences іп that 
delightfnl movie — she laughed only 
when het leading man, Melvin Dong: 
Jas, had a chair break under him, de- 
ng him on a restaurant foot. 
Yon don't often see such current 
sex-saleswomen as Gina, Brigitte and 
Sophia wandering іп and out of various 
men's bedrooms and arms wearing big, 
toothsome grins — although Sophia, at 
any rate, 1s far fiom short in the 


Stop 
Smiling 
s.e 

Sexy 


tooth department When these girls 
go to work on а man, they mean 
business, thank God! 

Among homegrown sexpots, Магі. 
lyn and Jayne tend to go in for the 
traditional American pretty-girl grin 
or giggle or simper, but they are op- 
erating in a different tradition from 
that of the European charmer. It 
stems directly from Mae West, who 
discovered, after years of battling the 
censors of stape and screen, that she 
conld get away with sex as long as she 
spoofed the gentle art of lovemaking 
Since then, local actresses have decided 
that, if yon want to be sexy, be funny 
about it 

But laughter and sex really have 
nothing to do with each other at all, a 
fact remarked upon at some length by 
famed German author Arthur Koestler 


vin his "Insight and Ontlock” — and 


also wett knówn to shrewd American 
advertisers. According to Koester, 
laughter is the “luxury reflex", à re- 
action enjoyed only by humans, Al 
though a number of the higher species 
of animals — dogs, cats, monkeys, 
porpoises and the like — undoubted. 
ly have at teast rudimentary senses of 
humor, no one has ever scen or heard 
them actually Jaugh, A hyena isn't 
langhing when he makes that crazy 
noise — that's just the way his vocal 
chords make him sound. 

However, all the above species in- 


dulge in plenty of sexual activity. 
They may not have attained such re- 
finements as alimony and that epitome 
of modern human sexual development, 
the call girl, but they do okay in the 
mating department. They dont go 
around posing atop airplane ramps 
with their teeth showing, either, un- 
less it 15 to bite ao interloper. 

There are certain unfortunate wo- 
men who, due to some nervous af. 
ficinn, laugh and giggle in near 
hysteria whenever anyone makes love 
to them. However, few males care to 


„repeat this experiment, which is a 


trifie unnerving to the most passionate 
of men. It seems probable their re- 
action stems from some form of em: 
harrassment at the very thought of 
physical sex. 

Plenty of people like to clown 
around during the preliminary stages 
of courtship, finding it a spur to pas 
sion. But few jodecd carry this mood 
over into the actual business ОҒ mak- 
iog love. Then, as Forel, the great 
French sexual authority pointed out, 
“tips are comptessed, and eyes are 
serious.” Laughter, at such moments, 
is almost certain destruction nf love it- 
self 


There is, of course, the smile of | 


sheet sensual delight, а smile epitom- 
ized for the ages Бу Loonardo de 
Vinci in his Giaconda, better known 


as the Mona Lisa. Dietrich is a^ mis. | 


tress of this slow lip<urve of sheer 
sexval allure. Ва, unlike our cover 
and advertisemeot girls, she never, 
never shows her teeth in a wide-open, 
grin. Such 2 grin suggests another and 
wholly non-sexual sort of fun. М 
So, girls, if you want to look sexy, 
stop smiling. Or, if you must smile, 
keep your teeth nnder w A 
aroused to the point of 
pass isn’t going to give a damn, far 
the fact that you brush your teeth 
twice a day and see your dentist twice 
a year. He'll be much more inclined 
to think you're langhing at him. And 
laughter is death to love. г 


by MARTIN COURTNEY 


Alberta's lips 
fromed another 
blood chilling 


scream. 


Алауы с. PHINNEY, 
(the С. stood for Cruikshank, his 
mothers meiden name) pulled the 
blanket up tighter araund his thin 
shoniders and wondered how much 
longer Alberta would let him stay in 
bed. He didn't feel tired, although he 
had worked until 3 аға. on Joe Hil- 
ton's income tax return. Joe always 
made a shambles of his tax lorms, and 
brough: them to Marvin, saying, "Hey, 
Marv, do you think you could straight 
en this out for me? I can't seem to get 
it tight this year..." 

Naturally, Marvin had taken the 
hodgepodge of papers and worked un- 
til his neat numerals marched tidily 
across the form. Then he had eased 
into bed, trying not to awaken Alberta. 
But he had, and she chided, as he 
knew she would, "How much did you 
charge this year? Nothing? You can 
bet Т wouldn't be afraid to ask lor 

ay!" ; 


M 
Marvin had sighed, knowing she 


by MARY HAYDEN 


wouldn't stop talking until the pre: 
sctibed number of woids had streamed. 
from her large, fleshy lips. "Don't you 
know you're an easy mark, Marvin? 
How many accountants wok all hours 
for so-called Itiends, and then dont 
have nerve to ask for anything?" Even 
in the darkness he could see her face 
tighten in disgust as she warmed to 
her task. "Everyone knows you are 
afraid of your own shadow!" 

He tried his usual answer, “But, АІ. 
berta, Joe ¿ my friend. You cant ex: 
ресі me to leave я man in trouble, can 
you?“ It had no effect, so he drifted 
away into uneasy sleep. He awakened 
to find her side of the bed ty. The 
pillow case was splotched wil gay 
circles from her night cream end two 
hairpins were lying in a wrinkle of 
the shect. 

iE: once, he thought, I'd like to tell 
Alberta what І really think . . . some- ` 
times | lecl I can, but when she gives 
me that Ireezing stare, my courage 

tarn the page 


Just. once, he wanted ta tell his wife off — 


and today was that day! 


King-Size Saturday 
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KING-SIZE, from page 23 

mells away like butter in the sun. She 
has nevet been afraid of anything, jusl 
bulldozes her way through. If even опе 
time I could say I'm sick of her nag- 
ging and boasting and conniving! 

Marvin realized fiom the bicakfast 
aromas diifting through the пано 
hall to the bedioom that his moments 
of peace were numbered, but as hc 
snuggled deeper into the waımih of 
his bed, a shivet of excitement gripped 
him. This was Saterday. In five hours 
he would be back in his jungle — the 
jungle where he was not Marvin C. 
Phinney, a nobody, but whcie he was 
Mistri Phinney, пзазісі of tropical гіу. 
ers and mysterious lush tegions of 
darkest Afia, Thae he lived as he 
had never lived in all his thirty-four 
yeats, There he unfolded like some 
giant Iropical blossom from a small 
colorless bud. 

It had come about іп a rather eom- 
monplace fashion, months ago, when 
Alberta was visiting her mother. He 
went to the nearby amusement park 
on Saturday afternoon wilh another 
aceountanl. They did the usual things; 
rode the feıris wheel and the rolkı 
eoasteı, although Marvin's heart pro- 
tested during this agony. The Salurday 
saga of Marvin C. Phinney teally be- 
gan when he stepped into the small 
riverboat and ventured into a world 


he had dreamed of, but never hoped 
to find. The shrill crics of tropical 
birds blended with piercing elephant 
screams as the jungle boat snaked its 
way through lushly forested depths, 
As they met danger fuking al each 
curve of the river, Marvin realized that 
if he couki come there often, he could 
be a superior man, a powerful man, 
wilh courage and all Ihe attributes of 
a Frank Buck, or even a Dr. Living 
sione. 

He applied for a job, оп Saturday 
aflernoons only, as a boat diiver on 
the make-believe jungle excursion lip. 
This was Marvin's first intentional ef- 
fort to deceive Alberta; he lold het he 
was foreed lo work lete at Ihe office 
on special accounts. He felt less guilty, 
however, when he handed her his 
secret labor pay, along with eva y other 
penny he earned. He doubted that she 
would discover his little deception, for 
she thought such things as amusetnent 
parks were for childicn, Marsin knew 
his friends would keep thei know- 
ledge to themselves, perhaps cnvying 
his dating a bit. 

"Main! i know you're awake! 
Come to bicakfast |" Alberts’s demands 
blasted him out of bed. He slipped out 
of the lavender pajamas she bought 
on sale for him last summer. He hated 
lavender, but when he suggested he 
would have preferred blue, аі even red, 


“Lot те check that order just once moie." 


she snoited, "Nonsense. Ate you tell- 
ing me І don’I know a bargain when І 
see one? | bought them and you'll 
weat them!" So he worc them, but ой 
this particular Saturday motning, he 
didn't care a fig if they were lavenda, 
or even polka dotted. This was his day 
to be alive. 

He made a quiek attempt to smooth 
thinning brown hair down with his 
hand and glanecd in the mirror as he 
dressed. You don't look diíferenl, he 
thought, not at all like you feel inside, 
do you?" 

He walked through the hall and sat 
down opposile Alberta at the small 
kitchen table. "Good morning, Albeı- 
ta,” he said cheerfully. 

“How conld it be a good morning 


when you wake me up at all hours? 


You sounded like an elephant in the 
bedioom last night.” She jabbed an un- 
suspecting sausage with her foik as she 
pulled a wiinkled rope over her bulg- 
ing waistline, 

Marvin closed his eyes and heard the 
chalter of Ihe monkeys on the jungle 
sound lack, It reminded him of Al 
berta. Не said, "I'm vety soity, І tried 
lo bc quiet, but J stumbled over your 
tedueing machine.” 

Her face reddened, "Oh, now you're 
going to insult me, Why I ever thought 
you were a gentleman , . . There 
should be a Jaw to protec! young, in 
nocent girls fiom marrying no-goods,” 

Бо a äceting instant Marvin remem- 
bered Alberta fourteen years ago when 
he married her. He nevci knew whose 
idea the wedding was, but even then 
there was something that reminded 
him of kis mother. Now he knew, with 
greal clarity, that it was Alberta's di- 
rect method of telling him how, when, 
and what to do every day of his life. 
If he could just sec her ozre in a situa: 
tion where she lost command, he wonld 
taste Ihe sweelness supreme in a life 
time of mediocrity. 

Marvin (йесі his coffee cup on his 
saucer with сас and waited for the 
trade to end. |f it weren'l Saturday, 
he thought, I might lel her ruin my 
day, but it doesn'| matter now. Funny 
how she meani nothing more to him 
than a tipple on the still surface of £ 
jungk water hole when hc was close 
to his adventure 

"Yes, Alberta, I said I'm sorry, but 
І can't be late to work" Marvin 
brushed het oily eheek with a brief kiss 
and promptly dismissed her from bis 
mind as he took his drab coat fiom its 
hanger in the closet. 

She was stili talking as he closed the 
finnt door behind himself. "I think 
ГІІ get oul nf this grubby lille house 
this afternoon, so you may have lo fix 
your own dinner tonight.” 

The, interminable mor finally 
ended Tor Marvin. He hurried lo cateh 
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the bus foı his promised land. It was 
а short ride, but before he entered the 
employe's dressing room and began to 
diess in his work uniform, the palins 
of his hands were damp with excite- 
ment, He didn't wear his glasses when 
he commanded the boat; somehow he 
felt it wasn't appropriate for a keen- 
eyed adventurer to be handicapped 
with anything so mundane as poor 
vision. He slipped them iuto the pocket 
of his snit coat and took his uniform 
from the locker. He felt with pleasure 
the heavy cotton fabric stimulatiug his 
skin, rather rough, but that was noth- 
ing in comparison to the elation he no- 
ticed as he buckled the broad leather 
belt around his waist. There was a 
holstet on each hip, and he checked the 
matching guns for blank cartridges be- 
foe he placed them snugly in their 
leather cases. The final step in trans- 
forming Marvin C. Phinney, meek, 
mild, and myopic, into Fearless Phin- 
ney, master of the Nile, Zambesi, and 
ali of Africa, was taken as he pnt the 
sparkling white pith helmet fumly on 
his Palen swaggered through the 
open dressing room door. 

As Marvin madc his way across the 
wooden docks that served as loadin; 
ruups for the tropical cruise, a sma 
darkeyed boy cintched his mother's: 
hand and cried, "Oh, look! Lack, 
mommie! There is а real explorer.” 
Marvin glanced at the boy and smiled, 
an nndcrstanding curve on his firm 
adventurer's lips. He squared his 
shoulders and boarded his boat as the 
craft bobbed by the dock, He stood in 
the bow of the boat and mentally ran 
thiongh the line of patter he used dur- 
ing the tour, He could do it in his 
sleep, but felt that it deserved the best 
and most dramatic interpretation he 
could pive it. He blew a speck of dut 
from the polished surface of his boots 
and waited majestically for the other 
boatman to ЁЙ the craft with eager 
customers. 

Marvin didn't look back at his fel- 
low traveleis often — he felt he should 
give the appearance that his job re- 
quired a large amount of vigilance to 
protect them all from the dangers 
ahead. Sometimes he wondered where 
fact vanished and fantasy entered as he 
tonted the murky waters infested with 
crocodiles, hippos, and dangerous wa- 
ter buffalos. He lived every fantastic 
moment, from the soothing sednctive- 
ness of the lazy palms waving in the 
soft breeze, to the sudden shots he fired 
from his revolvers at the maraudin, 
monsters that threatened the boat. To 
Marvin it made no difference that they 
were just elever devices timed to 
emerge from the water as the boat 
Ee the levers on its contzel track. 
He knew beyond a shadow of a doubt 
that he ‘could handle a real attacking- | 


lion, or a savage buli elephant, if one 
quce in the swaying grasses. After 
all, he was in command. 

He adjusted the rear vision minor 
so he could scen the faces of the pas- 
sengers. Things were a trifle blotted 
without his glasses, but he watehed in 
case a child came dangeronsly near the 
edge of the boat, He reveled in the ad- 
miration he saw in their glances as һе 
alternately frightened and amused 
them with his monologue. 

"АП aboard, Skipper,” called the 
helper as the last passenger was 
settled into place. 

Marvin flicked on his microphone 
and began his patter. “Ladies and 
gentlemen, yon arc abont to embark 
on one of the most dangerous and ex- 
citing cruises of your lives, Before we 
return to the docks, you 
age headhunters dancing 
tion, all types of vicions jungle beasts, 
and giant serpents lying in ambush.” 
He deftly span the biass wheel as they 
entered the dim passageway of a 
tropical tain forest, where hnge trees 
and sinuous vines almost shut ont the 
suntight, He heard the gasps of delight 
from behind as they saw the схоне 
orehids and mammoth butterflies 

eiched on trunks of trees. He could 
hadly watt for the first теа] moment 
of excitement when the hnge hai 

spider woutd snddenly spin ium 


the air on invisible wite and swoop 
alongside the slowly moving boat 
Marvin always chuckled when he look. 
ed in the mirror and caught « glimpse 
of the surprised faces of the passengers. 
Even after hnndreds of trips, st never 
failed to amuse; all this, while he stood 
calmly at the bow. If Alberta could 
only see him now, she night have more 
respect for him. 

е glenced unconcernedly from one 
side di the steam to the other. The 
voiee returning thiongh the amplifier 
bore only slight resemblance to his 
ordinary speaking voice, Jt was deep 
and resonant —the voice of 2 big 
game hunter or at least з ship's cep- 
tain. 

Swoosh—the enormous spider seem- 
ed to come from nowhere, leaving an 
ecrie sensation of pouncing on the 
helpless boatload, One piercing scream 
tore Ше humid air. As the pseudo in- 
sect vanished back into its lair, Marvin 
had a strange feeling. If I didn’t know 
it was impossible, he thought, Га say 
that was Alberta screaming. He dis- 
missed it as nothing more than an un- 
pleasant notion. That would really be 
the final blow if Alberta discovered he 
was working there and followed him to 
his jungle. She would take such pleas- 
ure in dropping her net of derision over 
his head and trapping him completely. 

turn to page 55 
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“Jim! How mony times hove і told you not to сой 
me when ўт at макі” 
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Once upon а time, all а 
professional gambler bad to 401 
rake in copious quantities аў bappy 
cabbage was 10 get a game gaing in 
a hotel room sheltered from the 
eser-watebful eye of the local 
constabulary, Add a few pair of 
dice, a few decks of cards and a 
bucket of chips, анд the world beat 
а path to his monsetrap. Life, it 
would seem, was an easy if not a 
gay thing in those golden times. 
Nowadays, to get any action, the 
professional gambler con no tonger 
get by with a botel room — Бе got 
to own the whole damned hotel, 
Furthermore, to lure the suckers 
with the tong, long green to his 
tables, he must install costly roulette 
equipment, Ritz-Carlton type 
restaurants and service, arrange 
special plane-flights from the teac 
tities where the best suckers 
cluster — and then bis troubles 
are only beginnin 
He has to put in a sbow — and what 
a show! In Vegas, where top stars 
draw top money and beautiful 
chorines grow on every hunk of 
cactus for miles around, the 
competition is particularly fierce. 
With balf-a-doxen desperate 
ambling-bouse owners gunning for 
every Joe E. Louis, Marlene Dietrich 
and Harry Belafonte on the 
horizon, the frantic saloonkeepers 
soon found themselves paying 
nobody but Uncle Sam. Uhe public 
demanded stars, the stars 
demanded dough, the circle was 
ious indeed! 


Something had to give, ot sather to stop giving, and it was 
Majo: Riddle, president of the Dunes Hotel, and his advisors, who 
decided to let the stars ibe where they might. 
instead of big names, they went after big bosoms — big and bare to 
the air-conditioned breezes — and selected Harold Minsky, scion of the 
severed burlesque family to do their catering for them. 
Not that there was anything chintzy about the operation. 
Even before the first stripper strutted onstage, it cost Major Riddle 
a coo! $133,000 to put the big show ішо bis пеш 
Arabian Room. Pinky Lee, languishing in the television doldrums, 
was brought in as top banana, and red-beaded Pat Amber" Holiday 
came on with a prize collection of Minsky strutters and 
stompers to bead the codysiast division of peelers. 
Three hundred pounds of rhinestones were 
imported from Czechoslovakia, along with 2,000 ostrich plumes 
om Africa for the chorines six-foot fans, Gleaming mirrored: balls 
fos the finale came from France, and the 
DuPont people forsook munitions-making to supply 
over two miles of sheer put ple nylon for one of the spectacles. 
Sequins were brought in in bushel baskets, It 100 
134 seamstress, tailors and costume designers more than 7,000 hours 
merely to dress the 63 nudes, showgirls and dancers in the 
skimpiest possible costumes, 
And, that ain't the end of it. As ADAM goes to press, 
the battle for the gamblers’ buck is on ін earnest in this fantastic 
radise and Бей in the desert. 
"bat the Dunes bas done with girls, ейін, girls, has caught on. 
A new joint, the Stardust — and we do say joint, fos, after all, even 
though it cost a couple av more million bucks, basically all it is ба 
gambling joint — bas opened with a gaudy show supposedly 
imported from gay Paree en toto. Everything from ice-shatees to jugglers 
to bare-bosomed Frenchwomen to іше the tourist buch, 
Well, old anam did the Dunes on bis tour of this 
piein-the-sky oasis and recommends it bighly, but you know 
the old story about French gals compared to tbe 
home-grown, coın-fed product — 50, can the rooms be roomier and 
the bazooms бе bazaomier? 
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Broadway business neighbor, Genin, 
the hatter, Бау the fist pasteboard 
oo matter what the cost. ll cost him 
3225 and made him г lorlune in free 
advertising. 

‘The opening that lollowed and the 
Amcıican tout have been too widely 
detailed to need retelling here. It was 
a snccession ol arguments aod prob- 
lems and a smash hit. After 93 per- 
formances which had grossed $712,- 
161.34 in nine months, of which la 
Lind netted $208,675.09, she relund. 
cd Barnum $32,000 to void the bal- 
ance of the contract. Ваил grossed 
$533,486.25 from the extravaganza 
and probably netted about $200,000. . 
After the separation, Jenny sang on 
with varying snccess, married her ac- 
companist, Otto Goldschmidt, a pupil 
of Mendelssohn, т Boston іп Téb- 
ruary, 1852, and grossed a relatively 
meager $7,000 for het farewell coo- 


cert in Castle Garden оп May 24th, - 


1852. (Under Baınum’s aegis, similar 
appearances had reached an $18,000 
top and had never fallen below $10,- 
000.) Во she wound up гіс aongh 
to retire and build hei hospital and 
live, presnmably keppiin eva after. 

Not so Bainnm, of course, Не had 
to keep on and invested heavily in 
Bridgeport property and business, Не 
went broke and baokrnpt, made а 
comeback and ultimately hit his Ihird 
and greatest smash with Baınum and 
Bailey's Circus, "the greatest show on 
earth”, Actnally, he left the circus as 
a heritage to American kids of all ages 
— and he died, at 71, once more on 
familia terms with royalty and gen- 
erally beloved. 


GEORGE LEWIS "Tex" Rickard was 
born some 51 уелі after Barnum in 
a roadside cabin im Clay Coünty, Mis- 
зоші, at a somewhat distranght moment 
when bullets were flyiog all around 
the cabin while a local posse pursued 
Jesse and Frank james and theit out- 
law mob, In fact, things go so hot 
around the Rickard cabin that, when 
the child was font years old, his par- 
ents upped stakes and moved to the 
more peaccablc surroundings of Cam- 
bridge, Texas, where Rickard ас 
qnired his lifelong nickname. Thac, 
all the Rickards had to worty abont 
was starvation, the Civil War and a 
snbscquont fend between Cambridge 
and nearby Hanrietta for, first a роў 
office, then a railroad, After a num- 
ber ol pitched battles and bullet 
deaths, Henrietta won both assets and 
Cambridge merged with the victors, 
Brt this seemed peacefnl айе pre- 
Civil Wer Missonri. 

МІ. Кіска died while Tex was in 
his eatly teens, and the boy at once 
quit school and went to work lor ‚a 


neighboring сане rancher, Не was 
toughencd by the great early cattle 
diives into the lean, leathery-hatd 
Sonthwesteiner he became, also into a 
tacituinity which, rather oddly, won 
him thc tepatation of being a won: 
да] talker throngh his talent for 
listening to others. At the age of 23, 
he was madc Town Marshal of Hen 
tielta, an office he filled with nn- 
qualified success, Не mated a local 
girl, and, in Febinary, 1896, became 
a lather, 

Bnt his son lived only a week and 
Rickard’s wife died а month later. 
Not long after this, when word ol the 
gold tiike in the Yukon filtered 
Hnongh to Henrietta, it took only 
small persuasion to make Тех qnit his 
post and take off for the Frozen North 
with a pal, Wilf Slack 

The two Texans had resolntely ıc- 
solved to disbelieve the tall stories 
they had heard abont the cold in Alas- 
ka, Arrived in funean іп November, 
they entered a bar where, noting the 
fm coats and hats on the other 
habitues, Slack remarked, "We're just 
unlacky enough to land hac in the 
middle of a cold wave.” 

They мес informed by a stiangeı 
that, on the contrary, they had anived 
in the middle of unsessonably warm 
weather for that time of year. By the 
time they had scaled the Chilkoot Pass 
the following spring on the way to 
Circle City (named afta the Ассін 
Cirdc), Slack had had it. He ІсЁ Tex 
there alone and madc his way back 
to Texas and waimth, to be unseason- 
ably shot dead shortly afterward in an 
exchange of saloon conitesies. 

Rickard was not alone for long. He 
had a way of being offered things by 
other mcn, lrom companionship to 
large snms of money withont secntity. 
Deciding he prefened almost any- 
thing to mining or prospecting, Тех 
became a professional gambler іп that 
rough, raw. environment. His employ- 
er, Sam Bonnifield, an inveterate gam- 
bler and saloon-kecper, made a big 
killing one day and turned over the 
saloon to Tex, who lost it to a filled 
inside straight in a couple of weeks. 

For several years, he tiavcled Irom 
boom town to boom town, winning 
friends and trying to infinence cards. 
lle made and blew s nnmbet of 
sizable fortunes but finally struck й 
big with a saloon in Nome. After 
seven yeas in the Arctic, Tex sold 
out in 1902 and retnined to the States 
with а bankroll of $65,000 and ап 
mgc to find a wife, 

Rickard by this time had developed 
the basic clements necdcd for the in- 
ciedible career that followed. Не had 
a gambleı’s laith in his Inck, а gam- 
blers credulity, a straight gambler's 
completc honcsty and faith in the hon- 


esty of others, at least as lar as he was 
concemed — and a vivid imagination. 
lle also had acgniıed a numbet of im- 
ortant (о: soon-to-be important} 
ifclong Ltiends in men like Novelists 
Jack London and Rex Beach, witty 
Wilson Mizner, Showmen Alexandet 
Pantages and Sid Gianman and Sen- 
atoı-to-be Key Pittman of Nevada. 
He was later to be befiiended vigor 
ously by Presiden) Theodore Roose 
velt and the entre Roosevell clan. 

However, none ol these were on 
hand іп Scattle, back there іп 1902, 
to pnt a check on Tex's gnllibilily 
when a yonng bnrgla in Wala Walla 
jail pulled the old Spanish Prisoner 
con on him and convinced him that, 
if Tex conld get him parolled, he 
could lead him to a hidden diamond 
mine іо South Africa. Тех fell, hook, 
line and sinker, uscd his likeability 
and badge as a former town тамі 
to get the character ont ol prison and 
took him to Sonth Afıica. About all 
Tex found therc were the late W, С. 
Ficlds and his brother Walter, who 
became other members in Ihe lifelong- 
fiiende-of-Rickatd. club, 

Realizing he had been had Rick. 
aid :etnrned to New York with his 
parolee, giving him the run of the 
ship but ananging lor his pickup by 
New York detectives when the shy 
docked, Somewhat aggrieved, the E 
licking convicı asked Tex why he 
hadnt told him hc would be pnt іп 
jail npon reaching American soil. Said 
Rickad characteristically, "1 didn’t 
want to spoil yonı trip." 

After rctnining his victimizer Іо 
Walla Walla, Tex went to San Fian- 
cisco, where he manied Edith Mae 
Myers, a gentle liltle gi] who, chap- 
eroncd by her stress mother, had 
played piano іп his Northern Saloon 
at Nome. This martiage seems to have 
been a happy one until Edith Мае 
died of natural causes more Шап 20 
уезі later. 

After his viage, Tex tried to 
open а серісі of the Northern 
Saloon in Seattle, bnt was frozen out 
by political enemics before he could 
open his doors, Rickard went back to 

ome and the rcal Northern, but 
Edith Mae couldn't stand the climate, 
so he sold out and ictutncd іп 1904 
With a putna, he moved to Gold. 
ficld, Nevada, where а new rush was 
іп fall swing. 

There he opened anothcı Northern 
Saloon and Es пей — the miners 
tınsted him ДЕ to his 1epntation 
for ntter honesty, and he never let 
them down by a single onncc. He 
developed rapidly and, becoming in- 
volved in the towm itself, decided to 
help promote Goldfield by staging a 
pue ght between Terrible Тату Мс. 

vera and Jimmy Butt: For з 


featherweight, exchamp McGovern 
had 2 ferocious reputation as a kayo 
autıst, and Buitt was а leading œn- 
тепе. Rickard figured the fighl would 
Шах attention to Goldfield even if it 
failed to make a dime 

"Thus was the greatest spoits pio- 
moter of all timc launched. He тепсе 
Joe Humphreys, the classic old fight 
announce: who was then McGovera's 
manage, offering him $15,000 by telc- 
giam. Thiongh а booboo, the wile 
was sent collect, Nese: having head 
of Rickard, Натрыеў  natmially 
thought himself the victim eithe: of a 
screwball or a practical joke, Fruthei- 
moie, Joe was jnst abont broke at the 
moment, so he sent six-dollars worth 
of “NO!” back by Western Union, 
also collect, in langnage as hot as the 
wies wald take without melting. 

Late, when Huinphieys learned 
that Rickaid was leveling, hc all bat 
shot limself. Yet, as mast be the casc 
with snpci-piomoters, this apparent 
failme tuned into a great big break 
fo: Tex, The enteijiising ex-maishal 
instead enveigled Battlug Nelson, 
chief “contender, and Joe Gans, the 
champ, lo fight for the lightweight 
title. 

Tex began Іо show his shrewd 
showmanship fiom then on. Instead 
of paying off the fighters in noles and 

чошізеў until the gatc receipts were 
in, counted (and nsnally looted by 
the promoter}, he paid Gans in gold 
before the battle, a nosclty that at- 
acted nationwide press coverage. 
Snany Jim Coffioth of San Piancisco, 
then the countiy's leading fight pro: 
moter, also took notice and tri 
swing the fight to his home town. 
When Rickard and his gold proved 
100 mnch to congner, he had Nelson's 
mauageı, Billy Nolen, poll so many 
swifties that bolh fighte: and manage: 
wec saved fiom a iyi only by a 
cool head who шогліѕ them it 
would be too expensive in view of the 
inoney bet. 

The fight between Nelson, thc so- 
called hnman punching bag, and 
Gans, thc old master, drew 15,000 
and went 42 Базар rounds until 
Nelson fouled out witi a blow to 
Gans’ testicles, 

Aad Goldfield boomed — while, 
moie impouant, Rickaid hed been 
blooded with lus fust Lich taste of the 
acclaun and adulation that the suc- 
cessful promote attracts често: he 
goes. Besides, the saloon breincss in 
Goldfield was getting rough. A couple 
of diuuken miners, on two separate 
occasions, Iried to shoot him and all 
but succeeded. And, in 1908, hnge, 
colored Jack Johnson became heavy- 
weighl champion of thc woild by 
kuocking over chunky Tommy Bruns, 
who had claimed the title afte: win- 


ning 2 "tournament" following Jim 
Tico undefeated retuement. 

The fust decade of ow century sew 
the glittering dieam of white sm 
[ES and the so-called white man's 

nrden st Шеіт peak of acceptancy 
— and the idea E Negio being rec- 
ognized as the best figliting man alive 
was à sickening shocker lo millions. 
johnson, an easy-going giant who 
liked good food, champague and 
pretty white women, added fuel to the 
fires. 

Race riots btoke out all ovei the 
conntiy, aud a feserish search for a 
“while hope” who conld defeat the 
feared and hated champion took on 
the absuid brutality of a crusade, 1m- 
peitubably, Joluson kept bowling 
them ovel as fast as thei: backcis 
could set them up. Jeftries, aging, fat 
and happily retired, was pressed to 
make а comeback and restore the 
sitnatiou. 

Ulumately, the snpposedly invincible 
conqneio: of Bob Fitzsimmons and 
Jim Coihett weakeued and undertook 
a comeback, undcı the wing of Snnny 
Jim Croffroth But Rickard, spnired 
by cartoon and newspaper comment 
that he was a big-talking one-shot 
wonder, went to Pitisbuug, where 
Johnson was appeaung in vandeville 
and, as usual, shot of cash, and 
signed him hy laying $2,500 in тегі 
money on his dressing-room table. 

The fight and its promotion attained 
statns as a classic cxample of back. 
stage sknidnggery and coiruption. 
Coffroth maintained general contio] as 
long as the battle was to be hdd in 
San Francisco, though he conld not 
shake Johnson loosc from Rickatd, 
пл thc Goseinor of Califoinis, іп, 
finenced by women's and chuch 
gioups iepresenting poweiful blocs 
of votes, ontlawed the fight, Then 
Тех stepped in, moving й 10 his home 
giound of Nevada, in Reno, where 
15,760 ticket-bnyas paid a 1ecoid- 
smashing gate i $270,775 to see a 
relaxed Johnson belt the incongner- 
able Jeffrics into oblivion in the 1518 
found. 

Jeffries, of coursc, had known hc 
hadn't a chance from the first. Cofi- 
roth had assured him Johnson would 
take a dive, and he had not bothered 
to train seriously... in fact, hc had 
only accepted the fight nnder this 
чаку condition. Bnt, when Governor 
Gilett banned the hght and it was 
moved to Reno, the fix went into San 
Francisco Bay, and a tetrified, ont of 
shape ex-champ ıcalized he was іп for 
a Бан, The state in which hc 
enteicd the ring was called pitifnl by 
nnbiased onlookers — althongh Jeff- 
iios late: came to believe he had been 
dingged with а dope so poweiful it 

turn to page 32 
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SEE THE GREAT JOE LOUIS AT TRE 
PEAK OF HIS BRILLIANT CAREER 


The yeat was 1940, The ctowd sal hushed 
wilh electiic anticipation іп Yankee Sledwm 
=> аз Joe Louis was about to 
мезі his lovghest tesl. Go. 
Жас. doy had gone Iho 14017 15 
ў 10vads of stashing, 10540406 
combal in Iheis previous lighl and was now 
seady to cul Ihe pıoud champion lo tibbons 
il he could. The second Lenis- 
Godoy fighl is в classic. This 
exhtaotdinaty film 1260405 
every Furious minute of fight 
ing wilh sfow-molion inserts Ihal show the 
highlights wilh inciedibts deteit This film, 
3 complete wilh blow-by-blow 
nanalion is a Іше collector's 
item foi yout film благу. 
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. TINSEL, from page 32 


lailed to leave his system lor 17 years! 
: The drug that had slowed him was 
еді. 

Tex decided to enter the cattle busi- 
ness in Paraguay, where he became а 
rancher on a lantastic scale іп the 
Gran Chaco, and entertained all sorts 
ol distinguished visitors inclnding 
Teddy Roosevelt and some of his 
soos, driving them aronnd in a $10, 
000 enstom-built Rolls Royce until it 
became hopelessly bogged io Para. 
gnayan mnd and had to be abandoned. 
He also took a сігсаз aronnd Sonth 
Ameriea nntil, on discovering it cost 
him les per day іп Buenos Aires 
swankiest hosteliy than a local stable 
owner charged to pnt up his thice 
jaguats, he eraeked, "Them eats 15 
living higher than me." 

With bnsiness thriving, the Riek- 
ards retnined to New York in 1915. 
While Johnson took a dive to Jess 
Willad in Havana, shielding liis eyes 
liom the snn with his gloves as the 
1eleice counted him out, Tex and Edith 
Mae were on the high seas: 

Tex was promptly enmeshed in 
plizefight promotion again. He stole 
the Willard-Fiank Moran title bont 
from Jimmy Johnston, the iightlully 


called "boy bandit", who gonged ont. 


everything bnt Tex's eyeballs іп іе. 
taliation belore permitting the fight 
to go on. lt was held at Madison 
бапше Garden and proved to be a 


dnll «пе! ol dreadooughts (Willard. 


weighed 252, Moran some 50 pounds 
less), but grossed $ 052,000 lor an io- 
door record and a $42,000 net profit 
lor Tex, He said, "I'm satisfied the 
fight was a snetess, The pnblie has no 
kiek, and yon newspaper lellows can't 
say anything terrible about me,” 
Riekaid's next big promotion was 
staged in Toledo, Ohio, on july 4, 
1919 — boxing having been ontlawed 
in New York, “ТНеге, in temporary 
wooden stands, а young vandal named 
Jack Dempsey broke the bones and 
career ol Jess Willard, wlio proved 
both unwilling and nnable to leave 
his stool lot the lourth connd. The 
temperature was 122° Fahrenheit іп 
the sun that aftemoon, and the paid 
attendance was less than 20,000 — yet 
so sme was Rickaid's magic touch 
that the fight grossed $452,522! Tex's 
greatest achievement, the $1,000,000 
gate, was іп isound the coin 
This eame on Jnly 2, 1921, in a 
ramshackle temporary stadium called 
Boyle's: Thity Aeres іп Jersey City, 
when some 80,000 rabid fans paid 
$1,553,422.15 to watch a highly un- 
opm Dempsey (he was enóneons- 
m uit Ta larly Supposed to be a wife 
and Бъта) blast а used.np 
light heavyweight Irom Pais 
Georges Carpentier, into obl 


one 


the third segment of their scheduled 
bout. - 

By this time, Rickard was running 
the Garden and making it the great- 
est spotting success the world has ever 
known. He fought with Jack Kearns, 
Dempseys manager, o vice versa 
(Keams, a huge ego, conld never 
bear the lact that Tex got most ol the 
pnblieity іп. his promotions), and 
thns avoided the disastrous Dempsey 
Gibbons promotion in Shelby, Moo- 
tana, Boxing became legal and Tex 
survived а flagrant Irameup whose 
perpetrators attempted to eonviet him 
ol molesting young girls when he 1е. 
lused to pay them blackmail. 

‘Then Lnis Angel Firpo showed op 
liom his native: Argentina, and the 
labnlons Texan was able to promote 
his second seven-fipnie" gate, totaling 
some $1,127,882, in New Үсік City's 
. Polo Grounds on September 14, 1923, 

when the so-ealled “Wild Bull ol the 

Pampas” knocked Dempscy ont ol the 

ting and survived a dozen knockdowns 

himsell belore taking the eount in 

Round Two. 0 

Belore his retirement less than five 

ycars later, and his death in 1929, 

Rickard was to promote (нее mote 
n-dolla gates— $1,895,728 іо 
Philadelphia in 1926 to see Gene 
Таппеу rob Dempsey ol his crown; 
$1,083,529 іп the Yankee Stadina in 


+ Jnly, 1927, to see Dempsey kuock out 


Jack Sharkey; and the all-time topper, 
$2,658,000 io Chicago's Soldier Field, 
to sce the famoris "battle ol tbe long 
eonnt", in which Тпппеу retained his 
title against Dempsey, Belore his ге- 
ment, Tunney foüght a tight delen- 
sive Australian named Tom Неспеу 
at the Stadium and drew $691,014, in 
the snmmer ol 1928. E 

Rickard. was bnsy as ever, He still 
had his Ратарйауап interest, his be- 
loved Edith Мае died and he remar- 
tied, he bnilt the'new Madison Sqnare 
Gaiden that remains today the world's 
indoor sports eapitol He died pu 
io 1929, mercifnlly belore the erasi 
and depression that migbt conceivably 
have enrtailed his dreams. But he lelt 
the Gaiden, the Million-Dollar Gate 
and the name Tex Rickard behind him, 
All three ace still magically alive. 

Rickard was sneteeded as Garden 
boss, first by Jimmy Johnston, the no- 
longet-a-boy bandit, who operated dnr- 
ing the depression years, then by Mike 
Jacobs, who had beeo oue of Tex's 
most valued supporters via the finance 
ronte in ıetnen lor Ireedom to mark 
np a certain number of well-placed 
tickets to the Texan's shows, Bnt 
Mike, lor all his astuteness, was a 
pale nnimaginative carbon copy ol the 
great man, a shrewd dealer but one 
whose eye and interest were wholly on 
the bueks, not the dream. 


à 


~ nerve.. He blew a lo 


lt was said ol Jacobs by a long. 
time acquaintance that, though he was 
handsome as a youth, "money made 
him ngly." Certainly, gambleı-honest, 
generons Тех Rickard would never 
have lelt a meal tieket like Joe Louis 
in Ше lamentable and hopeless in- 
eome-tax snail lor which Jaeobs ad 
viee and handling ol lurids was large- 
ly il not wholly responsible, Mike 
had the promotional abrhty, bat hc 
lacked the Ягі and the wide-open 
(опер, The great showman makes his 
dream pay off, Jacobs had no dream 
except greenbacks, 

That mote recent phenomenon who 
ealled himsell Mike Todd was a show: 
man of the true, Barnnm-Riekard 


type, however, Beginning as à yöuth-. 


ln] real-estate operator in Chicago, 
this son of an impoverished Midwest. 
ein Rabbi quickly tired of merely mak- 


ing money and gravitated inexorably - 


into show-bnsiness, Like. his twa 
mighty predeeessors, he was dynamic, 
imaginative, indelatigable and im 
tmensely likable, Like them, ol course, 
he made enemies, but like them, he 
also held the devotion ol his Lriends. 
Like them he rewarded those who 
were loyal to him, ў 

Taking the profits from a carny- 
type promotion in the Chicago World's 
Fair ol 1932, he eame sprinting пр 
through the depression -0f the 30% 
when men ol lesscı guis and imagina- 
боп were failing or inning ont of 
oe 01 two, 
then lut with a tabloid Gilbert and 
Sallivan "Hot Mikado” with an all- 
Negro east near the end ol the 
decade, and ıan this into a quartet о! 
extravaganzas in New York's World's 
Fair ol 1939-40, These profits he blew 
np still fnrther with a senes ol 
Broadway mnsical hits inelnding 


* "Something lot ‘the Boys" and "Star 


and Garter Revue?” D 

He promptly went broke, recouped, 
went broke again, invested his ideas 
with the American Optical Company 


+ ‚for a motion pene process that 


emerged as Todd-AO and soon was 
worth millions alter the film success 
of "Oklahoma". He sold out lor a 
eonple ol millions and tossed them, 
along with $4,500,000 bon owed Irom 
wherever he conld find it, into a gid 
einematie spectacle called "Aronne 
the World io Eighty Days", based 
dun jnles Veme's old potboder 
about the stuffy London elubman ol a 
century ago who aecomplished the in- 
siperable imperturbably to win а 
tremendous wager. 

The idea was not Todd's, о! course. 
Vene had it first, and Orson Welles 
did a colorful stage version some 
yeas back that was an artistic success 
but a financial debaele, But the movie 
was all Mike Todd, At a time when 


the entire movie industry, harrassed 
by the inroads of television, by loss of 
foreign markets and theater control, by H. н. GENTILE 
35 well as by the censorship of hyper. 
sensitive minority groups, was scream. 
ing, "Retrench!", "Todd plunged 
ahead, spending money like the pro- 
verbial drunken sailor. , 
Whats more, like all truly great 
promaters, he succeeded іп employing 
wasteful) extiavagance to brilliant 
good use, not only for himself but for 
his audience. As д spectacle, "Around 
the World” is the greatest movie ever 
made—and аз a film it tanks well п 
neat the top. It will be viewed with 
delight by millions fot many years to 


come. 2 5 ree 

In his personal life, Todd lived up Their scheme to block him A 
io his professional ideal of the flam- infailibl d n 
boyant showman at least as fully as NIIT O ехропг!уе. 


ins predecessors, His Боде са with 


Vb dee A Hel pee Dorv came TAG. good as this chick beie.” He gave the 


: сву а ting out of the bedroom and re- wilted Dolly an nlusintümate pat. 
plane, his enormes pasties for np to ЖАС Jos ia the kechenAWhough и. And, желіп |Ә Jos сетін н аве el 
18,000 "friends", his romances, his was mid-November, the fights were of а fine ptr Joc. You're the best 
wives, his cigars, his appalling poker Tong, the fast geeyish hints of dawn friend a guy like me ever had.” 
losses, his travels all “over the world filtered throngh the Venetian blinds. “You're a good friend of mine, too, 
—these bear the stamp of the true "Glory!" said Dolly, pntting dnwn | Gabe," Joe informed the ster pro- 
showman as mncb as his achievements the quart of vodka from which she had football playcı smngly. "For my 


just imbibed a healthy s 


"Lord, I friends, nothing is too good. 
needed that. The boy aint human, “You сап say that again, Joc," Gabe 


on stage and screen. 


According to his obituaries, even EET e t Pee [s : 

5 ES that's all. informed him. "Here I was, figuring 
his death was a татр} of staging. She was foo tited to Бе concemed I was а bit over the edge for this big 
He was flying to a New York testi. about her nndity, as she slnmped into опе today — you know, all tensed up 

| темі Haner when hé ue and 4 Фай елі Шек disheveled blonde usd you cut me loose with a deal 
lying witi im was a wel own ай on the white-top; ike this.” 
author, Art Cohn, who was at the time dark, barry little pan ` “Have another drink,” said Joe 
engaged in wiiting 2 memoir entitled | and he кола RE xn опе аалы M AN cals cd 
bs ің с a з tomer i5 , said, low's y ?" canni ‚abe, suit- 
D Nine Avo suc ner Bea making out?” ing action to the words; Then, pulling 


Author and entrepreneur were both Д.“ “ре, got him nnw,” said Dolly,” — Dolly 10 her (eet "Your tum again 


troubled by the problem of an ending looking np tolzevrat а EROBERTE Voce ІНЕ sal is бн 
, for the book, which was why Cohn ren haggard ir out. ing herse a fast forty ады 
was on the plane with him, "How "Don't ask me—the man's insatiable.” Dolty half-hummed, half-moaned, 
ale you going to top this story?” was Joe permitted himself іс grin and "I'm Heading fm the Last Ronndup” 
Todd's reported question. rubbed his bare stomach .—he was as she weatily let the all-league full- 
ОИИБ. finale — б ЕН clad only іп a pait:of striped shnrts. back lead her back to the slaughter. 


"That's what the deal's МІ about, Tt was about noon when Gabe 
kiddo,” he said. "The Leopards will down the bottle, looked at the kitchen 
tose by two touchdowns without Gabe clock, burped and said, "What do yon 


way, but he certainly achieved the, 
climax he sought. 


What makes such giants different? Д. soing full bla: > E 

goin; is, And we figure to me know? Time to be getting out % the 
Why does a Baınum, a Rickard, a Gaia пке ексе fi hatc wlh бе рай, lado. You coming along 16 
Todd stand out among men like olds like they are.” watch Otd Gabe do his stuff this af- 
Chevaliers Wykoff, William А. Brady, "Yeah,” the gal said дзіў as she teinoon?" 
Florenz Ziegñeld, Mike ‘Jacobs or | teached again for the bottle. What I "We'll catch й over radio," said 
Cecil B. DeMille, great showmen all? | wanna knew 15 whoever spread that Dolly faintly 
Thalansweı seems tole а here tic about athletes being lonsy lovers.” "That's right,” said Joe. 3 
in the Е likability, Their Et She took à diink and again tested het “Remember,” Gabe informed him, 
in the агег ol y. ait gre head on Ба шала - “we all got а date right here for after 
talents were enhanced by a basic good- "Stay іп thelaland keep piching” Ihe game” 
nature not even the. worst adversity Joe said blithely, already counting his "Snte thing,” said brunette Ве 
could rufle—at least outwardly, winnings as of 5 o'dock (bat after- елу, 


"They listened, more asleep than 
awake, as Gabe Stillman turned loose 
his mos devastaling performance 
agamst the Panthers that aftetnoon be- 


Where (Вей opponents wore grim 
| poker faces under pressure, these men 
could and did not fear to smile. They 
won friendship, even love, from the 


ing, that’s att, Jor : 
А few minutes later, Gabe Stillman fore a crowded sadium, A packed 


o mone ділет took; came into the kitchen, Alling the door. — stadium went wild as the redheaded 
When will the next big one come frame with his- red-headed massivity. — fuüback plunged for three touchdowns 
along? Who knows, But he'll tun He beamed at Joe, helped himself toa against the home eleven. 
np, prabably pretty soon. America swig of vodka and said, "А hell ofa — "les impossible," muttered а dis- 
needs public figmes it can like and * pasty, ree A e ади foe. Beten: E se he's 
love, and what the conntry needs it youtself in on some of the fen?” loing alter doing what id,” 
і і "How's Bea?" Joe asked. ^ "Оһ my God!” moaned Bes. "And 
SED EH m up eyes . “Табе!” and Gabe. "Almag at Ме: cung back for пага, б 


Open and get in оп the fun, 6 
- 4 ————————————— кеі 


Нег impact upon this sterile, stodgy monument to Togetherness, was shattering, but refreshing 


Wists VILLAGE was 
not a village at all. Nor was it a town 
о а city, thongh it had schools and 
churches and a Ex ing center, and 
some seven thousand families living in 
its neat little no-two-alike houses and 
in the sterile modern apartments that 
centered around its crescent courts. 
Vista Village was a monument to the 
modern Ametican spirit of Together- 
ness, one of those mushroom: built com- 
munities erected by an enterprising 
сопаасог to meet the housing shortage 
that followed World War Two. 

Jt was a community of young execu: 
tives and their childien, of caget young 
corporation sub-officas and ей col. 
lege-bted wives, a stepping-stone city 
in which few families temained more 
than two 01 Өмее years, virtually none 
more than five. It was a place where 
everyone felt himself in the same boat, 
where families, knowing their months 


of residence were numbered by the. 


facts of corporative promotion, sought 
to mask the tiansient nature of then 
life through an agpicssive neighborli- 
ness and civic organization, where the 
deviant and the naturally solitacy found 


themselves forced into the communal 
norm of incessant жонын or placed 
in an unspoken coventry fiom which 
only departure coutd save them, 

Vista Village was a community in 
which to be different in any direction 
was the work of the enemy, and Cor- 
motant Conr (all the courts were 
named after birds — Mynha, Nuthatch, 
Binejay and so оп) was a small, tight- 
ly knit communal oıganısm in its very 
heart. Which, perhaps, was why the 
brief impact of Jim and Mabel Сот. 
paid affected its “residents, the Bak- 
ers, the Martins, the Kemps and the 
others, so disproportionately. 

Phyllis Martin, as the oldest resi- 
dent of Cormorant Court (her husband 
had not been tiansfeued by his cor 
potation for more than three years), 
called on the newcomeis the morning 
after theii attival, when she saw Mabet 
рик het little blue MG in the con» 
mnnal lot after dijving Jim to the 
commutei's train and stroll lazily into 
het apartment across the courtyard with 
а cigaret dangling from her vermillion 
lips. 
ae Phyllis confessed mefnlly when 


it was all over, she should have known. 
before knocking that Mabel simply 
didn't belong in the close-ciopped little 
community. For one thing, the MG 
was a deviation — not that it was espe- 
cially smart or expensive, but because 
it was so utterly impractical for the 
children. Everyone in Vista Village 
had childien— they swarmed оусі 
and under foot, fresh, friendly and ut- 
(епу outgoing, like а heid of clumsy 

ppies, calling their elders by theit 

ist names, making tricycle-tiremarks 
on tiny, clipped patches of Јама, fall- 
ing down, crying, laughing and getting 
impossibly dirty at all hours of the day 
when they weren't learning further To- 
getheiness in one of the excellent mod: 
ein schools. Becanse of them, the other 
families went in for scdans, fot station 
wagons or subutbans in the low-to- 
modetate price brackets. 

For another clic to Mabel's deviancy 
fiom the commnnal norm, there was 
her appearance, АШ the women effect. 
ed сарі pants, jeans or shorts, allied 
to shirts оғ sweaters during the day, 
but none of their shorts аз bright 
a ted, as tight ot as short as those 

—turn the pape 


the Venus of 


Qormorant Court 


by DEVEREAUX WILLIAME 


Her golden hair was aswirl, 
her glorious body in sensual 
motion, and the men 

went wild with adulation 


зе 


VENUS, from page 36 
Mabel wore — nor were thei! sweaters 
as tight. 

“ОҒ contse,” as Phyllis confessed 
late: to Jane Baker and Peggy Kemp 
in Peggy's living room over cups of 
coffee (black) and craekers (low cal- 
aie, high vitamin), "none of us ever 
had à Han like Mabel, let's face it. 
After all..." 

More, these was the long, limber, 
indolent giace with which Mabel 
moved. In its very ease, it was a blat- 
ant denial of the casual earnestness 
that was the hallmask of Vista Vil. 
lagers of either;sex, "t simply onzed 
animal attractiveness, 

"Come in, come in, whoever you 
are," Mabel called amiably іп à voice 
nnexpcctedly дер and slightly husky, 
to Phyllis knock, Phyllis found her 
stetched out lazily in an armchair, re- 
vealing a faseinating length of long, 
smooth limbs, smoking a cigaret and 
segaiding a large color television set, 
something that again marked the Com- 
paids as deviants, since none of the 
othe: sesidents of Cormorant Conrt 
boasted such an expensive novelty. In- 
deed, so deep san Topetheiness these, 
that it was considered poo: taste to 
own any gadget o appliance beyond 
the neighbothood пост. No: did 
Mabel turn off the set to listen to 
Phyllis’ well-rehearsed speech of greet- 
ing. 


Instead, she merely waved 2 tong, 
всасе arm at the conch asd said, 
"Pull np & chair, honey, and help yonr- 
self to coffee. I'm keeping my fingeis 
<sossed that the sillain in this Westen 
will catch the sehoolmaım and do а 
seal job on hei before the heso comes 
bnsting іп.” 

Feeling slightly stnnned by sneh 
variation from the usnal, Phyllis sat 
down and watched, afte: pouring her- 
self a cup of coffee, which, to hei sni- 
prise, she found black, steaming and 
excellent, if somewhat unfamilias in 
favo: During a commercial beak in 
the program, Mabel said, "Tlie coffee's 
Italian, like my Old Man. Пе used to 
be an organ grinder before they made 
а law against them, and forced him to 
open a store, He wouldn't have any 
othe: kind nf coffee in the house.” 

like othe: :esponsible sesidents of 
Vista Village, Phyllis prided herself 
on being completely demociatie. After 
all, not only was ıt essential fos eveiy- 
one to live in commnnal happiness if 
the corporate structuse was to E main- 
tained, but it was part of he: hus 
band's business life as well — the соі. 
poration he worked for was far ton 
efficient to issue promotinns on lines of 
caste or prestige, But the o:gan-grind- 
€i bit flettened her just a little. 

Uneasily, she musmnsed, “It sounds 
very colorful," 

"It wasn't" replied Mabel Com- 


“Ga on,- Иа 


men too.. 


Г know thot | о...” 


pard. "But he made a pretty good buck 
at it for years without having to nse 
his head. Оне thing my Old Man hated 
worse than poison was having to 
think.” 

"Oh..." said Phyllis, "Не з no 
longer with ns?" 

"He kicked off three years ago last 
Novembei," said Mabel. "Probably a 
good thing, too. He and 1 never saw 
eye-to-eye abont anything, and he was 
really gctting in my hair." 

Phyllis gniped Respect for one's 
patents, like 1espert fos the dead, was 
mviolable. Feeling ntterly at sea, she 
mnimnied, "І... we... I thonght, 
if you need help getting settled, the 
guils will be glad to pitch in." 

Mabel langhed, s Phyllis realized, 


^ like a blow is her stomach, that Вее 


was a truly, outstandingly beautiful 
woman. Mabel said, "So you can go 
over all ош stnff?" Then, reacting to 
Phyllis’ wonnded- dee: look. "Tell them 
thanks, bat Im and 1 got the job done 
last night. 1f there's anything you want 
to see, Г show you around the 
joint..." 

When she got home, and the other 
gils gathered around, Phyllis said, 
"Ive got to hand it to her . she 
had the place as neat as а pin." And, 
мій a despairing look asonnd he: own 
living room, which was never gnite 
finished and was neat only when com- 
pany was dne, "It took me a month 
Inst іп getnnpacked.” 

"Well, with no children . . .” Ре) 
Kemp put in, adding, "Haven't t 
any plans?" She was very laige, since 
in nine weeks she was expecting her 
third child. 

Phyllis shrugged. "She says she 
doesn't want апу... that the world's 
biggest problem is oves popnlation and 
she dnesn't intend to make it any 
wWoise." 

"Imagine!" said Jane Baker, her 
neaı-sighted eyes round with wonder 
behind her brilliant-studded horn-rims. 

"She doesn't sound exactly like one 
of ns," mnsed Peggy. 

"Remember," said Phyllis with only 
the faintest trace of snobbery, "not 
everyone has had the advantages we've 
had. We've got to help he: adjnst/" 

"Of concse," said Peggy warmly. 

"Naturally," said Jane Then, 
fhonghtfnlly, "1 wonder what her hns- 
band's like." 

"He woiks for the Caton Cospara- 
tias,” said Phyllis, he: brown eyes on 
Peggy Kemp, whose husband was а 
jnnio: management executive for that 
immense industiial complex. 

No one said anything, but these was 
tacit agreement among thera as the kaf- 
fee-klatch broke up for individual de- 
tails on the domestic dnty front— - 
lunches to prepare for the kids, babies 
to feed, committee reports to fill out. 

E 


The unspoken decision was that more 
information was nccdcd before а ver- 
dict was tendered in the сазе of Mabel 
Compard. 

Peggy's report was disappointing 
when delivered the next morning, af- 
ter the children were off to school. Jim 
Compard worked for Caton, all right, 
but not in the mainstream of chan- 
neled management careerdom. “Will 
says he's stuck off by himsclf some- 
where, and no onc knows exactly what 
he does," she admitted, adding, "Воб 
he says Jim seems nice. He rode home 
with him on the train last night, Will 
says he's sort of standoffish, though.” 

"Low odd?” said Phyllis, frowning, 

"Oh, well," said Jane, "maybe he's 
some sort of egghead or something." 
The word egghead was pronounced 
with faint but definite distaste, 

"Wall hasn't found out yet,” said 
Pegay. А 

The three women, to whom any 
mystery of background oi тоова 
was а challenge, exchanged long, slow 
glances. lt was Jane who said, "Maybe 
we'd better have a party and ask them 
over. 

It was the next day the bombshell 
struck, That evening, as Jane gave 
three-year-old Doris а bath before sup- 

ст, Doris, a wide-eyed, incurably 
riendly moppet, pointed a soapy 
finge: at her middle and said, "Mum- 
my, this is my belly-bntton, isn't it?" 

"Of contsc, dear," said jane, brush- 
ing back a stand of brown hair from 
from forchcad with the back of a 
damp hand. "Why do you ask?" 

"Because Mabel says she used to be 
belly bntton all over when shc danced 
nn the stage,” the первы said grave- 
ly. "I want to bc a belly button all 
over, too.” 

It was too good to Есер, of conisc. 
Later that evening, whcn the thrce 
couples gathered, as usual on Thnrs- 
days, for the weekly gamc of canasta, 
Janc repeated thc story. The women 
grew hysterical, and Phyllis, hnlding 
her stomach, gasped, "Oh, no, Jane, 
she didn't} A belly bntton all over! 
I wonder what Mabel really said.” 

The men had looked on with hus- 
bandly patience at a strictly wife-joke 
Then Jane's husband Harry removed 
his pipe and said, "Golly, 1 wonder 

- - when the company had me in New 
York, before 1 met Jane, the depart- 
ment chief took mc ont on the town. 
One of the places wc went to was 2 
night club where thcy had strippers. 
There was onc they called something 
like that... , Belle Button, I think it 
was. A tall, blonde stunner with a fig- 
ше... mmmmmzh! I haven't Jamped 
our new neighbor yet. What's she look 
Tike?" 

The дігі exchanged swift glances, at 


least as pregnant as Pegey Kemp. Then 


Phyllis said, in a slightly strained voice, 
"A tall blonde stnnner with a Benre . , 
mmmmmb ^ 

"You don't snppose..." muttered 
Harry. Slightly on tbe defensive, Wil- 
lis Kemp E "It doesn’t seem pos- 
sible... Jim Compard's such a retiring, 
nnobtrusive snrt of character.” 

"IE yon ask me...” began Peggy, 
and there was little canasta played that 
evening. 

Siuce the morrow was Friday, with 
the weekend ahcad, they threw the 
welcoming party. Because Willis Kemp 
worked for the same fum as Jim Com- 
paid, their apartment was selected, and 
the others helped Peggy prepare, a rit- 
ual custom in Cormorant Court, where 
Togetherness reigned snpreme, There 
were hushands, the wives and martinis 
on hand, along with a couple of vari- 
ctics of the sort of "Mexican" popped 
corn appetizers obtainable at the super- 
market. The childreu had been bun- 
died off to Jane's apaitment, whac a 
bespectacled sixteen-year-old did sitting 
honors at $1,50 per hour, 

Otherwise, according to custom again, 


* there was deliberate informality. The 


men wnee slacks or Bermudas, and 
open-throat spnits-shitts, Saye that they 
had washed, curled their hair and 
donned ratheı more makenp than ns- 
ual, the women might have wandered 
nyer from their daily honse-chores — 
they wore shorts and Capris, as usual. 


CHINESE 


Sartorially, the newcomers werc im- 
[y Gionpfnl — outwardly, at 
cast. Jim, a lean but compact young 
man with а dark, quiet smile and a 
slight diffidence of manner, was clad 
in gray- flannel slacks and a short-sleeved 
open shirt Mabel, like Phyllis, wore 
dark shorts and a white tic-aronnd sbirt. 

But there similarity ended, With her 
perfectly cut features, her bright blue 
eyes and bright golden hair, above all, 
with her magnificent, disciplined body, 
shc resembled the others about as close- 
ly as а bird-of-paradise resembles a 
gaggle of gecsc. She was amiable and 
ontgoing enongh, even offering to help 
Peggy in the kitchen, but the minute 
they saw the go-lights appear in their 
husbands’ eyes, the other wives kacw 
they had had it. 

Jane, who tended to be sensitive and 
therefore indiscreet when pregnant, 
compounded the disaster, after а couple 
of martiois, by breaking through the 
ting around Mabel and cooing, "My 
Doris says yon told her you used to 
dance on the stage, Mabel. I'd love to 
see yon do a few steps for us, Won't 
yon, please?” 

Phyllis and Peggy exchanged a glance 
of sheer horror, fecling embarrassment 
buth for Jane and the newcomer, But 
Mabel merely pushed back the golden 
hair that the others, to their added 
horror, were beginning to realize was 

нел to page 28 


THEATRE 


" 


“Okay, ga ahead — but! hope пс one fells in the holes and sues me.” 
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PUNISHMENT, from page 6 
However, Lorna was a woman, and 
women were Ciawfoid's specialty. He 
preferred dealing with them to dealin, 
with men, for a numbei of souns 
and tested reasons. One, of coutse, 
was the matter of his own sensual 
pleasure, a luge item in Crawford's 
scheme of living, Two, he understood 
them far better than he understood 
men. Three, he piefened working with 
| and through the fair sex because its 
| members were more vulnerable to the 
(essutes he knew how to apply to 
ict, more loyal once their emotions 
were stiired his way, far more likely 
to evoke confidences fiom both men 
and women, and, finally, less likely to 
get caught. 1f they were caught, it was 
invariably easiet for them to get off 
scot fice ot, at any rate, with а mini- 
mum of ishment. 
Since murdered man, whatever 
his personal shortcomings, had been a 
high-giade and exceedingly successful 
jontnalist, Crawford employed his so- 
cial connections — he Еа to that 
ultta-exclusive Eastside all-male maus- 
oleum, the Papyrus Chub— to make 
connections with some of the murdered 
man’s colleagues. 
Expressing interest in the case, he 
|. found them willing to discuss it fieely 
— and, unlike Rawlings’ sister, quite 
ster’s ruthless 
king lot Бе. 


certain that the crime. 
gunning down in the 
hind his home was a bit of culat 
underworld revenge for Rawlings’ 
hard-hitting articles for a weekly mag 
azine. 

"He was hitting them whete it hurt 
tight along,” sud a grizzled ex-city 
editor over a cup of Insh coffee, "I'm 
surprised he didn’t get it long before 
he did.” 


"I see,” said Crawford speculatively. 
"You dont suppose then that some- 
thing else could | ave been behind іг?” 

"Not likely!” was the retort through 
a white mustache of heavy whipped 
ces. "Not billy-be-damned likely, 
Crawford! Hal was straight as a string 
personally, Didn't swear, drink or 
smoke. Always kept himself in toj 
Shape physically at the Athletic Club." 

1 "And that's not a motive for mur. 
der, I suppose?" the detective offered 
softly. 

The news veteran reparded him 
blankly, then chuckled. "You might 
have something there," he said. "But 
if you ever met his wife — widow, І 
mean — yon'd know. Both of them — 
straight as two strings." . 

"If she's as attractive as I've heard,” 
suggested the investigatot, "I'd Ше 
very much to meet her.” 

‘The ex.editor ‚put down his mug. 
"I've head you're гаће a dog with 

| the ladies,” he said. 
+ "Don't believe everything you heat,” 


Crawford put in with unabashed false, 
modesty. 

"Where there's smoke, there's fire 
and all that," said the newsman, "I 
might just take you up on it. Lorna's 
been pretty low since it happened, 
Police underfoot in her time o£ grief 
and all that. It's jnst possible you 
might buck het up, old оз, mind 
you, making a play won't get you out 
of the batis oe ? 

"Т take it the voice of experience is 

speaking,” said the investigator, smil- 
ing. 
"You take it correctly. And now, be- 
forc we go over there, I'd like опе 
more of these abominable snowmen 
you're drinking,” 

"You mean abdominal snowmen, 
don't yon?" suggested Crawford, sig 
naling the waiter for refill. 


LORNA RAWLINGS had long, ash- 
blonde Һай, heavy and almost straight, 
that fell to her ders in nen page. 
boy style. She had long, pale-bíne 
circles under het eyes and ап intetest- 
ing, well-boned face matched by the 
interesting, wellboned body her black 
wool-jersey diess did more to teveal 
than conceal. Her lips were full and 
pale pink without a trace of makeup, 
and a saddle of small golden freck! 
dusted the btidge of her nose. Her 
eyes were giey-blue and revealed inner 
snffeting that only a deeply passionate 
ze of spirit and sensitivity can 
feel. ) 
The qnestion, Cıawford decided, = 
was what she was suffering from — 
the murder of her husband, guilt for 
having murdered him, anger at his hav- 
ing been killed, or frustration at find- 
ing herself involved in 4 police mur 
det investigation. Yt was, decided, 
important both to Lorna and himself 
that he find out. His curiosity had 
triple roots — in his mind, іп his sex- 
impulses, and in his pocketbook. 

detective waited until his spon- 
sot, obviously feeling the effects of the 
Tish coffee he had consumed, excused 
himself from the trim, almost anti- 
als neat Rawlings living 100m. 
Then he said, "I'm going to suggest a 
drive in the conntry, Lorna, My Jaguar 
is downstairs.” 

She hesitated, distrust and desire to 
accept battling it out across the plain 
of her sensitive, sensual featutes. De- 
sire to accept won. "І think l'd like 
that,” she said qnietly. "Especially with 
a stranger. My friends all want to talk.” 

He understood. He said, "My cat 
only holds two — comfortably.” 

She nodded and rose, returning a 
moment later with a blue and white 
silk kerchief tied over her head. "I 
lock like hell," she said fiankly. 

“You look — interesting,” he told 
hei. The quick flash of her blue-grey 


а а на сн х 
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eyes informed him he had.said the 
right thing. When the ex-editor emerg- 
ed, the three of them left the apart- 
ment together. 

Downstairs, in the lobby, Lorna 
Rawlings paused at the switchboard: 
“If there are any calls," she told the 
operator, "I'm out for a drive.” As 
she rejoined the men, she said, “I 
know this kerchief:is all wrong, but 
it's the nearest thing to mourning I 
have. There's been so little time . . .” 

Crawford didn't bother replying. He 
got rid of his sponsor tactfully on the 
sidewalk, ushered Lorna into his little 
red sports-car. They drove off without 
a word, and the silence lasted until 
they were deep into Jersey. Crawford 
let it ride. Lorna interested him in a 
number of ways. She offered a number 
of puzzles he enjoyed trying to solve. 

А5 he turned toward the shore road 
and Rumson, she looked at him and 
said, "why are you doing this?” 

"Because I want to," he told her. 

She digested this for several miles. 
He noticed the run in her left stocking 
and the fact that the clasp on her black 
suede handbag didn't work. He thought 


about the hospital- -neat apartment in ~ 


which she lived. He wondered what 
she had done with the murder weapon, 
how she had managed to keep it hid- 
den from the police — or, if she had 
disposed of it, how. 

He stopped at a quiet motel he 
knew of, with a pleasant, quiet bar- 
and-restaurant. me - her a drink, 
and then another, and talked amusing- 
ly, lightly, of personalities he believed 
might interest her. He asked her no 
questions, although he .could sense 
the question that was bothering hér 
increasingly. He found her quite en- 
chanting. 

Finally, she put down her glass and 
looked at him with open curiosity in 
her huge, dark-circled, grey-blue eyes. 
She said, "Why are you doing this?” 

"Because you're one of the most at- 
tractive women I've ever met," he told 
her. 

Her laugh was low and slightly em- 
barrassed. “But I look perfectly awful,” 
she told him. 

He shook his head, extended a fore- 
finger and touched first one, then the 
other, of the rings under the grey-blue 
eyes. "They become you," he said. “Іп 
fact, they make you irresistible.” - 

"I wish —” she began, then halted 
abruptly. In lighter tone, she said, 
"Isn't this rather an expensive way to 
earn a compliment?” 

"That," he said quietly, "depends 
entirely upon what it gains you.” 

Her: eyes were suddenly veiled. 
“What do you mean?” she asked him. 

His smile was as slow and implac- 
able as the gesture with which his 
fingers captured one of her wrists on 


the tablecloth. "I mean exactly what 
you think I do," he told her. "I want 
you véry much — not tomorrow, not 
next week, not next month, right 
now." 

It was a crisis-moment. Had he not 
sensed from their. moment of intro- 
duction that he had stirred her as a 
man, he would not have dared make 
such an outrageous proposal so soon. 
Along with his awareness of her re- 
sponse went other understanding — 


,that here was a thoroughly shattered 


woman, close to the breaking point. 
Her quiet, the low pitch of her voice, 
the thoughtful economy of her ges- 
tures — all bespoke not serenity but 
the iron self-control of desperation. 
Behind the facade lay tensions and 
passions piled up like electricity in a 
thundercloud. Неге was a woman in 
critical need of neuro-emotional release. 
And he knew only one way of granting 
it to her. 

She opened her pale, full, pink lips 
to tell him to take her home at once. 
She closed them slowly, her eyes on 
his. Then her regard fell away, and a 


* look of surprise crept over her beau- 


tiful face. She said, "I must be out of 
my mind." 

He had won. 

There was nothing of love, nothing 
gentle in what happened on a large, 
soft double bed in one of the motel 
cabins. Once Lorna released her tight 
rein, she was. all primitive woman — 
so primitive, so inexhaustibly demand- 
ing, that, for once, the investigator 
found himself hard put to it to play 
the full partner in such an encounter. 
There was delight, of course — there 
had to be — but there was also a touch 
of something close to madness in the 
fury of her fulfillment. 

When sanity returned, she lay nude 
beside him, panting and whimpering 
with the aftermath of passion not 
fully faded. She half-rose, turning to- 
ward him and clasping his lean face 
between her hands. Looking into his 
eyes, she said -incredulously, “This 
didn't happen, І coz/dz't have!” : 

“What does your body tell you?” he 
countered. 

"But I've never in my life done any- 
thing like this with a man I didn't 
know." 

"I hope you'll consider it a proper 
introduction — ог an improper one, 
said Crawford, freeing his face and 
sitting up himself to kiss her gently 
on the lips. 

"Don't joke!” She was close to 
tears. "It musn't ever, ever, happen 
again." 

"Ever," he told her, tenderly fond- 
ling the delights of the lovely. body, 

‘is a long, long time.” 

She gasped, went rigid in his hands, 

then relaxed into rhythmic response. 


"You musn't, darling, 
"You шиті!” 
i Why по?” he: countered, 


TEF 
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""Becaüse — '' She was ; speaking with © 


difficulty now. "Because there’ = 


someone else.” 


Even as her. body. responded again . 


to his embrace, she tried"to fight him. 


When it was-over, she lay with her. 
eyes shut, utterly exhausted.’ As if it^ 
were ‘a chant, she Spe "Darling, * 


there's someone else. 
someone else.” `- 

"Can I help. it! if Nick Jessup's a 
damned fool — or bu Crawford 
said. 


> darling, ios 5 


“Нег gasp; ns T caa alsi ў 


surprise, rather: than ecstasy. Her eyes 
opened, and shé sat | up. She said, 


ec КЕ 


"I do,” he told her. 

“Then why... 2” 

He finished lighting a pair "T cig- 
arets, handed her one. "Í can assure 


you it's not because I want Nick `Jes- :.. 
he' informed Lorna.” 


sup's’ leftovers, 
"Perhaps it's because’ I sensed | your 
need. Or, perhaps, because of my own. 
"My — need?" 
whisper. 


must be about the most horrible: thing 


that can happen to a woman — to kill : 
her husband for ‚love, of. „another man, 
only to” havé him give" "her. ‘the’ po 


verbial air.’ 
It was a double- ME a 300. string, 
a perfect day at the track. Her eyes 


round, her lips parted, she vorne ; 


“How did you know?” 
“A number of: things,” he told her, 


"Among them, information that seems - 


to + have 'escaped the: .police. Among, 


other things, the fact, that .Hal Raw--. 
lings: was. an.uns рана heel , who . 

e ‘slightest oppor-’ 
tunity to get rid of him. The police . 
and press are still convinced he was - 


never gave.you t 


something of -a little white god, wav- 
ing his stainless steel banner on high' 
as he battled the criminal elements.” 

"Go оп,” she told him. 

"Your home looks ‘and feels Ж 
smells like а hospital dispensary. Yet. 
you are a woman who likes to drop 
her lingerie wherever: she feels like- 
dropping it, who doesn't care over- 
much about neatness, who enjoys drop- 
ping.an occasional ash: on the пір for 
the. sheer devil of i£? ^ 7 

"It was a nightmare," she ‘told him. 
“An unbelievable, living. nightmare !”. 

"At least," hé said’, thoughtfully, 
"you seem to like variety. іп heels — 
first. Sir ‚Galahad, ‚then Nick. Jessup, 
now me. 

"Nick's no heel,” "she said, gripping. 
his biceps hard. . “Апа there is no you. 

"I can change "your mind about 
that," he told het, pulling: her. close 
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“You 


she . asked in a. 
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"Your need," he assuted her. T 3 
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PUNISHMENT, from page 41 

so that her breasts were crushed 

against him, 
"Don' 


|" she cried іп pleading 
pani lease don't, Terry. Haven't 
you done enough already?” 

“There is no such word,” he said, 
1clcasing her. "Perhaps I'd be wiser to 
change your mind about Јер 

"Who are you?" she asked! wildly 
"Why are you doing this? 

"For exactly two reasons," he re- 
plied binntly, "опе, of which you 
shonId ahcady be able to figure out 
for yonıself. Revelation of the other 
will have to wait.” 

"You're the most horıjble man I've 
ever met,” she told him, almost in dis: 
belief. 

"At усш service,” he replied. "Shall 
] take the first shower, от would yon 
rather?” 

She fled to the bathroom like a very 
frightened, very beautıfnl cat. 


CRAWFORD DROVE a silent, shattered 
Шала Rawlings back to the city. She 
said nothing until he Ed the 
Jaguar to a halt in front of her apart 
ment honse. Then, ber grey-blue cyes 
searching, her voice very low, she said, 
"What ate yon going to do about 
mc?" 

"That," he told her, "is np to yon.” 
Then, seeing the look of horror on her 
face, "Don't worry, dear — 1 have no 
intention of turning you over to the 
police They seem to have given you a 
clean bill of health, and my mere say- 
so as to your confession would hardly 
earn you a conviction," 

"Then" — the tip of her little pink 
tongne appeared, and she moistened 
her sensual lips — "then what do you 
mean — it's np to me?" 

"T was speaking of a future renew- 
al of ош more personal relations." 

"Bnt it псусі happened!" she said 
ith ponie i анне се ET got 


hand against the side of her face, felt 
the involuntary, responsive piessnie of 
her soft flesh before she pulled away. 


He added, "There will be no calls— 
at least none from Nick.” 
"How do you know?" she countered, 


her eyes ablaze with fright or anger — 
or, perhaps, a mixture of both. 
"Becanse" he rephed patiently, 
"Nick Jessnp goes wheie the mone 
and your hnsband didn't leave you 
enough." 
"You— baiard? she said in 2 
whisper. "You rotten, dirty bastard.” 
"I," he told her, "sm exactly as clean 
as you are, dear. Cleaner, since І have 
never murdered a mate. You might re- 
member that, while yon're alone up 
there. My number and address ате іп 
the book.” 


He left her standing on the side- 
walk, staring after him. His next move, 
he decided, was to take a long look at 
Nick Jessup, the man who had driven 
Lorna to shoot her husband. And Вас 
an unexpected complication arose — 
for, when he canght np with the tall 
fair man-about-town st 8 smart supper 
chib іп the East Fifties, Jessup was 
seated across a table fiom silvery- 
cntled Hensietta Rawlings, his em- 
ployer. 

As something of a man-about-town 
himself, Crawford knew Jessup slight 
ly. Since taking on the case for Hen- 
пена, he had also taken the trouble 
to bricf himsclf on the Jessup dossier. 
Handsome, easy-going, ontwardly ro- 
тапіс, Jessnp was a type not uncom- 
mon to the world’s great met opolitan 
centers and mote expensive resorts — 
the snccesstal male conrtesan. Though 
he was born to wealth, Nick’s parents 
had lost their money while their son 
was still in prep school. After sundry 
semi-menial jobs, his looks, name and 
charm had caused a sex-hungry society 
divorcee to pick him up as her pei- 
sonal plaything. 

Since then, Jesmp had tod the pink- 
champagne path. He was sophisticated, 
charming, nrterky ruthless and on the 
мәде of becoming passe-—the nki- 
mate nightmare for all men and women 
on the time make, Otherwise, he 
would never have troubled himself 
with such relative financial small-fry 
as Lorna Rawlings or, now, the nbiqui- 
tous Henrietta. Apart fiom the Hal 
Rawlings murder, there were other 
unsavory blots on the Nick Jessup 1ес. 
ord— а jewel-pawning jam that had 
almost pnt the phyboy іп prison, a 
trio of messy and spectacular divorces, 
a number of beatings or attempted 
heatings by outraged husbands, the 
snicide of a cabaret hst-check chick 
who had heen unlucky enough to fall 
for Nick and become irremediably 
pregnant by him. 

Crawford watched them from a bar- 
side point of vantage, thinking over 
the situation. Perhaps becanse he had 
marked her for future, extremely рег- 
sonal investigation, the detective fonnd 
Henrietta's present behavior distasteful. 
Looking at their two fair heads, close 
together jn'a wall banquette, he reflect 
ed on the fact that the case seemed to 
have involved only blondes. These 
were Silver-blonde Henrietta and ash- 
blonde Loma; her dcfnnct hnsband 
had been fai of hair, as was Nick 
Jessnp. Crawford glanced at his own 
dark, close-croppcd hair іп the back- 
bar mirror and wondered briefly what 
he was doing in such company, 

Then he looked back at Henrietta 
and Nick Jessnp, saw them rise to 
dance on the postage-stamp floor. Hen- 
tietta, he discovered, handled the cha- 


— ——— 


cha-cha as if she werc a Latin — and 
Nick, of conrse, danced like а profes- 
sional. He saw him draw her close, on 
the edge of the fooi, noted the un- 
dulating teadiness of her response. He 
put down his glass and went to 4 tele- 
phone. 


GETTING TO Pctet Vallo took a bit of 
doing. Dark, tongh, snave, inscrutable, 
Vallo was one of the 1eal powers be- 
hind the big-time underworld. His 
name had never appeared on a police 
blotter, his pictnie had never appeared 
in thc tabloids or Sunday snpplements. 
But Crawford knew him, knew how to 
teach him, jnst as Vallo+kncw the 
truth about Crawford. The investigator 
made it a point never to deal in out- 
sides, bul in this instance, if he was 
to fulfill his assignment and allot pun- 
ishment piopely where il belonged, 
he E Valles hdp. As an impae. 
cable English bntleı ushered him into 
the lushly anstere library of the nndet- 
world mognl's penthouse, Crawford 
found the chorus qf the Mikado's fam- 
ous song fiom the Gilbat and Sul- 
livan operetta of the same name run- 
ning incscapably through his head. 

7... to let the punishment fit the 
абша, the punishment fit the crime...” 

Vallo noted the faint smile i 
face and said, "Something funny 

“That” Crawford told him, "de- 
pends upon Іне point of view. Tell 
me, Vallo, do you still have any strings 
on Elaine Parris?” 

Vallo's eyes went cold. "Did yon 
come herc merely to ask me that?” he 
inquired chillingly. 

"It's part of what | have in mind,” 
Ciawford admitted. “Do yon still have 
any strings on het ?” 

Vallo scowled, then sighed. "Тһе 
Panis broad," he replied, "is one of 
us fcw mistakes — just as she is one 
of уот." 

"Tonche," said the detective. "I 
have a little scheme in mind that jnst 
might get her a fraction of what she 
has coming to her. Bal fust, how do 
you feel about the Hal Rawlings kill- 
ing?" 

Quietly, the underworld miler те 
plied, "I'd give one million dollars to 
get my hands on the man who shot 
Rawlings.” 

“So... ?" inquired Crawford as 
his host paused ınminativdy. 

"So he kicked np a little fnss with 
his articles," Vallo, went on. "These 
things we expect fiom time to tme — 
they're all part of the game. But with 
Rawlings Ea -mni dered—the police 
and the DA, ме cracking down all 
over town, It's costing us plenty. That's 
why I'd give a million bucks to get my 
hands on the man who put those 
bnilets through kim.” 


"Yon don't want the person who 


fired the gnn,” Crawford told him. 
"In the fust place, it's not a man — his 
wife shot him. In Ihe second place, 
the hue-and-cry is going to run its 
course anyway, no matta what 15 donc. 
now. In the third placc, Lorna. Raw- 
lings is not the petson 1eally respon- 
sible for his death.” 

"Who is then?" Vallo asked softly. 

Crawford said, "А professional heel 
named Nick Jesmp. One way or an- 
other, he pnt Loma np lo it" 

"Jcssnp?" Vallo thought il over. 
Then hc said, "Why do you want | 
Elaine Panis? I've got that double- | 
crossing broad nndet wraps. You think 
you can get het off my back? She's 
diving mc nnts with het Goddan 
high: em pink-tea crap. Ме, I'm 
strictly a lasagna gny at heatt, and 
never mind the Iıimmings " He made 
a gesture at the magnificance snironnd- 
ing him, then repeated, "Why do yon 
want Flaine, Crawford?” 

Crawford told him what he had in 
mind, and a gleam of shee: malicious 


enjoyable pleasnie f Then, with regret, 
"It's a pity you aren't with ns.” 

"| do better as I am," Crawford lold 
hiin. "Thanks all the same.” 

They discussed details of Ihe cam- 
paign they were about to launch to- 
gether for another houi and а quatter, 
Then Crawford went home and lo 
bed in his comfortable thiee-room 
apartment oveilooking Gramercy Park. 
He slept the slecp of the just. 

Heniietta woke him up at 9 o'clock. 
the next morning. She was obviously 
annoyed, She said, "I just leatncd you 
took Loma oul on my moncy yestcı- 
day, What do you think yon're Iıying 
to do, Crawford?" 

"Fain my money and save yous,” 
he replied. "You сап! afford Nick 
Jessup.” 

There was a moment of silence. 
Then, "I'm beginning to think 1 can't 
afford you, eitha, Crawford.” 

"How would you know?” he 
countered. "You haven'| been lo bed 
with me — yet” 

He hung up, salisfied that his client 
was seething, and lit a cigatct, sitting 
nnde on the edge of the bed. Then he 

icked up the phone again and dialed 

Lorna Rawlings. It was early, but she 
was already awake. The expeclancy in 
her "Hdlo!" was pitful. 

“Sony to disappoint you, baby," hc 
tokl her, "but this is Captain Nemo.” 

—turn іо page 44 ' 
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PUNISHMENT, jior page 43 

"Captain who?" 

"Captain Nemo — you know, like 
the Jules Veine character іп "Twenty 
Thousand Leagues Under the Sea’. 
You said it didn't happen and that T 
didn't exist, or words to that effect.” 

"Oh — Terry Crawford." Her voice 
withdrew a half-dozen dimensions. 

"I know — I'm. not Nick Jessup, 
he said needlessly. "But I merely wish- 
ед to make a small gesture of prateful 
affection." 

"It’s пісе of you.” 

"It's downright, damned tremend- 
ous," he insisted. "Also, if І were you, 
І wonkin’t wait around for Nick to 
ting you up. ‘That boy follows the 
money around. I saw him out with 
Henrietta kst night, and things were 
very cozy indeed.” 

"Oh... !” Shocked but still а long 
way off. Then, "Ob!" Then, "You're 
trying to torment me.” 

PI am, but it's true,” he informed 
her. He named the club and hung up. 
After scıatching his bare stomach 
thoughtfully, he called his florist and 
ordered two-dozen long.stemmed yel- 
low ıoses to be sent to Loma. "Sign 


“the œd "Captain Nemo’,” he inform- 


ed the order clerk. 

He dawdled in his bath, shaved and 
dressed іп leisurely fashion, then taxied 
uptown to the Papyrus Club for 
brunch. It was 11:32 when he pressed 
the buzzer of Elaine Parris’ apartment 
in a smart converted mansion not far 
from the chib. 


Adem 


* Vallo is tired of 


Elaine, her pink-champagne hair 
piled high on her head, opened it, 
said, "You son of a bitch!”, and tried 
to shut it again, Crawford applied a 
little force, sufficient to pet him inside 
the luxniious suite and deposit Elaine 
upon the wall-to-wall carpeting. 

She said bitterly, looking up at the 
detective in charming disarray, "Peter 
Vallo told me to stay in for a caller, 
but he didn't tell me it was you!" 

"Yon don't seem exactly glad to see 
me,” said Ciawford, looking mock. 
injured. 

As she pulled herself back on her 
feet, Elaine told him with singular 
wealth of obscenity, delivered in deep, 
delightín Шу cultured accents, jnst how 
Br she was to see him again. In their 

revious encounter, Elaine had аһ 
tempted to elope with a large sum of 
money belonging to one of Crawford's 
clients. Since she was supposedly work: 
ing for him, he had considered the 
move dirty chess and had horse 
meres he: when he caught up with 

et, 


Finally, gluing at him, hands on 
hips she said, "What in hell do you 
want?" 

"I'm trying to give you a break,” 
said Crawford thonghtínlly. "Since 
jn, you could use 
опе, You should have played it 
straight with him, Elaine. Girls like 
you don't often get а second chance.” 

"What if I won't play?" she 
countered defiantly. 

"Do you really think it would be 
wise to have both Peter and me after 


М.Г asked бо? a gk! like her is doing ln a place like this?’ 


you scalp?" he asked thoughtfully. 

She Y there before him, АЁ. 
ter a SIE of false starts, she said, 
"What's the pitch?” 

"You take 
told hei, "Know hi 

"Sure I know him — know who he 
is, I mean,” she said. "He's good look- 
ing, but he's strictly a hustler.” 

"Not any moe,” the detective in- 
former her. "Nick's coming into a bag: 
ful of dough. Some of his old man's 
enterprises are starting to pay ой 
again. He isn't onto it yet, though.” 

"Why me?" Elaine asked cannily. 

"Because," the detective told her 
diily, "yonr boy-friend, Vallo, wants a 
se once Nick gets his 
money. He wants you to mary him.” 

"Sie," said the girl bitterly, "He 
wants me to marry Nick Jessup. Jessup 
doesn’t know I'm alive — why should 
he?” 

"He will,” Crawford replied. "Peter 
and I ere staking you to a setup. You 
went to good schools before you tuned 
tramp. You can uy the divorcee with 
dough. I'll rig the meeting myself.” 

"No alternative?” she asked sharply, 

"None whatsoever,” he said. "At 
any rate, none you'd want to hear 
about. T still have my whip —and 
Vallo has his hoods. Better play ball, 
baby." 

It took exactly six days to swing it. 
Alone in his apartment, Crawford 
Sipped a brandy and read the columnar 
item in a tabloid gossip column. It 
гап — 

Bon-vivant Terry Crawford 
best man at the sudden er 
man-abonttown Nick Jessup and 
Blonde divorcee Elaine Parris. The 
bride was her own best woman, 

_ The ioe was done, and he chuckled 
inwardly at the sheer beauty of his own 
perfidy, He was rather expecting the 
hone to ting — but it was the dooi- 
ell that interrupted his amiable 
reverie. ў 

Loma Rawlings stood there, When 
be had admitted her, she said, "That 
was a pretty rotten thing you did, 
Crawford. First you deprive me of my 
self-respect, then you deprive me of 
Nick.” 

"On the contrary , , ," Crawford be- 
Ban, but stopped when he saw the re- 
volver she had pulled from her hand: 
bag. He said, "Oh, for God's sake! 
What on earth can you gain fiom kill... 
ing me?" 

"Nobody knows I'm heie,” she told 
him, her deeply circled eyes aglow 
with determination, 

"That's right— to you, I'm. nobody, 
oM Captain Nemo himself" said 
Crawford. With an almost impercept- 
Ье motion of his hand, he fi 
the contents of his glass directly into 
her face. Then, as she was gasping 


Jesmp" Crawford 
D 


and digging at het snddenly aching 

eyes, he scooped up the gun fiom the 

= Only lid he obtain a towel 
undo the (Soe ary damage. 

When he had ha seated on the 
sofa, he hefted the gnn and said, "T've 
been worried about the police finding 
tus, Loma. Wheic'd you have it 
stashed 2” 

She told him, "In a locker at the 
Giand Cental Station. 1 — 1. guess 1 
mnst have been out of my head. I'm 
sorry —but you mnst admit yon've 
given me cause," 

The telephone tang. It was Hen- 
tietta, and she was boiling over the 
announcement She said, 
уоп idea nf dning a job, it's not mine. 
You can whistle for your money. I'm 
of half a mind to have my lawyer же 
yon for the retainer." 

"On the contaty,” Cawfnd told 
Һе, “Іта thinking of demanding ә 
bonus." 

"On what gionnds?" Henuietta’s 
voice sounded ominous. 

“On the grounds that Т have not 
nnly fnffilled my assignment, but have 
saved ynn finm a ánancial stripping,” 
he told her. 

"This І want to heat," 
coldly. 

"Come on down, and I'll ge yon 
the fnll piteh," said Crawford, He 
hun; up before she could voice any 
objections, Curiosity and anger com- 
bined would bring het as snicly as if 
hc had het on a rhain and wete pull- 
ing it in. 

Не бинен his attention back to Lor- 
па, who was ıeguding him curionsly 
through still-ted eyes, "That was Hen- 
пена, wasn't she asked. 

He nodded, "Tt was Henrictta who 
hited me to see that her brothet — 


she saisl 


"You mean to het, won't уоп?" 
Loina asked. "То me?" 


"No, дел," said Crawford, filling a 
glass for her, then fnr himself. He sat 
down beside her on the king-size sofa 
anal аген, "Ynu, I believe, have been 
punished ennngh, Lnina. First, by Вах- 
ing іп live with Hal Rawlings as his 
wife all thosc years, Then by falling 
fm a near-total totter like Nick Jessup 
Then by committing muida and hav 
ing Jessup give yon the old heave-ho. 
And then, of conse, the little matter 
of Heniictta — and те" 

“Воі you haven't punished Nick," 
she pintester!, "Besides, he didn't shoot 
Hal — I Фа" 

"No Nick, no тиде," Crawford 
told ha. "Don't wmiry, һе was the 
teal kil And now he's just suffered 
a fate а whnle lot worse than death." 
Не pansed, added, "| teally shonld 
sive this until Hentietta gets here." 

"Don't make me wait," Lorna plead- 


ed. In the healthy, masculine-erotic at- 
mosphete of the investigator's apaıt- 
ment, in his presenee, she seemed to 
have 1egained some of the normal- 
woman curiosity апа) intetrst in living 
that shonld have been hers. "Please!" 
she begged him. 

Не lit a agatet, then said, "Your 
boyfriend thinks he has just married a 
wealthy divorcee, while Elaine believes 
ha bridegcoom is soon to bc a mil- 
lionaire.' 
ex. 

"Actually, Nic is jnst as broke as 
ever, while Elaine is a dieadful little 
tart without a dime of het own to her 
name,” 

"Well, then, what's so awful?" sh. 
asked "When they find it ont, won't 
they imply get an annulmrnt о! some- 
thing?" 

“There,” said Crawford, "is the 
beauty of the whole anangement 
What Nick docsn't knnw is that Elaine 
is Реки Vallo's old ді Белі," 

"Peter Vallo?" Lorna looked puzzled, 
then homified. "Yon don't mean thc 
underworld crar— yon can't? Nick 
will be killed." 

Crawford shook his head. "Nothing 
that easy,” hc explained. "TÉ енне of 
them makes a move to get ont of the 
mattiage, Vallo 15 going to see to it 
they stik together. And, believe me, 
lic has ways and means. Those two are 
stark until somebody dies—and they're 
jnst about the two wastiest people 1 
know.” 

Lorna tose, She said, " 
think this over.” 

"That's all I ask," 
her sincerely. 

“Actually, 1 did apt the roses. 
I'm sony І tiicd to kil! yon — though 
Tm not swe І ically could have.” 

“Sorry about your eyes; У said Ње ас. 
tective, "but I couldn't afford to take 
a chance — not on your record." 

She binshed, then kissed his cheek, 
then smod back, Incking sntptised and 
flustered. "T don't think I can fare 
Henti: innight," she said, "Call me 
mon ow, с 

“Early,” hc promised. Не saw her ta 
the door, closed it behind her, ham. 
ming softly to himself. Then he busied 
himself with temoval of all ttaces of 
het visit, The tevolver he locked in a 
hidden safe built into his bedroom 
window-seat In time, he would dis- 
pose of the weapon, 

Then, soothing out the front of 
his satin brocade dicssing gown, he 1¢- 
tuned to the living 100m and checkrd 
nn the ice in the silver theımo-bucket. 
He took the phone off the hook. He 
wanted no intettuptions while Hen- 
пісна was there. She was going to have 
to make a payment before she left the 
apartment —a couple of them іп fact. 


‘I'll have to — 


Crawfnid told 
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Something New Has Been 
Added to Juda Wrestling in 
the Land of the Rising Sun 


Jap Sport 


Amceican ioflucn 


ANGE IN 


E thc 
have been inflicted upon Ше ancicat 
Japanese cultuse pattern since the sus 
tender papeis were s 


{hal 


ned оа the fore 


the Battleship Missoui some 


13 уёвіз apo. Since then the land of 
Ihe сінеіу blossom and the geisha gi 
the sedate samosas and delicate arran 


ment of flowus hes adopted thc zoot 
sait aod the jitterbug 


chewin, 


oca cola and 
gun and 


with conni 


the y-Lail, 


cmaneipated women, along 


olhe American [oJkways 


And now, as a ciawning jewel за 
USization, thi 
Mikado. 


kimona and snow-capped Fajiama, has 


dun of island 


epic of the the flowcicd 
taken to sts collective bosam that most 
and dciicate of Апкзісга ìn- 

the lady wrestler} What 15 
noi, though the use of ju-jitsu 
subtleties, the Japanese would appear to 
havc added sefinements to this noble 
sport E 
he: bath 


ined 


uto unkanwn іа the land of 
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One Pan Ikari is credried with hav 
ing introduced this great Amerwau 
cultural tradition thtoughout the Land 
of the Rising Sun, and is said to haye 
as many as 20 accredrted female mat 
champions workmg out of his stable“ 
at @ time. Iu Tokyo, the girls have 
formed the All Japan Women's Wrest- 
ling Club, to ensure fair treatment for 
its membership, and, judgiug fiom thc 
pretures showu on these pages, they 
have the stiength and technique to sce 
that they get it. Ju-jitzu, developed as 
au equalizer between the great and 


small, ts made to order for womeu like 
these, who like nothiug better thau to 
make then male оррареці fly through 
the ай with the greatest of сазе 

Great Americau comic Jimmy Savo 
used to have a laugh-getting line that 
rau, "Don't throw that spiuach at me 
—there's frou fu it!" Similar outcries 
may become the password of G. I 
or Japanese male alike ou the eve of a 
date with his Yum Yum or Cho San 
If he makes a wroug move, he may 
well wiud up with a broken neck! e 
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MOVE ІТ OVER! 

Says Philbert, "I want a girl, ¡ost 
like the girl that Dad had ол the side.” 
жан 

FLATTENER 

The tremendously vain and epotis- 
tical atar was cansing his director all 
sorts of trouble, and his capricious an- 
tics were running the pictwe over 
deadline and bndget. Patiently, the di- 
rector shot and reshot what should 
have been a brief wrap-np scene, aa 
the ham stopped the cameras time end 
spain with objections. Finally, as the 
tenth shooting was progressing smooth- 
ly, the star raised both hands, tossed 
back his head and cried, "Hold it! 


Are you all out of your minds? You're ` 


not photographing me with my best 
side to the camera.” 


Ban биле 


аб, 


CALLIGRAPHY 

"Come on up to-my place,” nıged 
the wolf to his girl-of-the-moment. "І 
may not be rich cnough to buy etch 
inga but I can sure show yon the 
handwriting on the wall!” 
жж 
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“There you аге! І was hoping you Iwo would meet!” 


CHAIRY OLD SOUL 
The angry rasp of the spinstertea- 
ant's voice made the hotel desk-clerk 
wince. "I'm in room 1106," she snap- 
ped over the housephone, "and I 
want yon to know there's a man 
parading around in the room directly 
across the court without a stitch of 
dlothes on. He's got his shades up, and 
I think it’s a shocking way to тла а 
hotel. 
"ҮШ send the house detective np at 
once," the harried clerk promised, and 
ploved as good as his word. Within 
minutes, the protection officer was 
knocking on the door of room 1106. 
Afteı examining the view, he told 
the outraged spinster, "Yowte qnite 
right, ma'am, the gentleman across the 
contt has no clothes on — bnt the win- 
dow sill covers him from the waist 
down, no matter where he moves.” 
"Not," replied the old maid, "i! you 
come over here and stand on this 
chair!" 


[E re 
FRACAS SCHMACASI 

It was the morning after one of 
those late-night police raids, and the 
sexy young wench was standing up to 
the judge in Municipal Conrt. Said the 
bench-warmer, cycing her tather bat- 
tered features with а jaundiced eye, 
"And did yon get cut np in the fracas, 
young woman?” 


"No, yonr honor,’ she replied 
through swollen lips, "it was a little 
nearer the navel.” 

к ж ж 
TICKER TAPED 
Says Ella, who works in a Wall 


Street brokerage honse: "My boyfriend 

used to hold my knee at the drive-in, 

but last night ho reached a new high!" 
сы Ж 
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BEARDED LADY 


CARRY A RAZOR 

Said the jnst-hired young ciscus girl 
to the manager, "This із my first job 
I'd appreciate any advice you could 
give me to help avoid making mis- 
takes.” 

Replied the cynical veteran, "Well, 
girly, just remember not to undress in 
front of the bearded lady, and уол 
make out okay.” 

ж ж ж 


WHOSE $$$? 

Fa: fiom uniqne was the poor devil 

who spent his dollars so generously on 

his giil that he finally had to matry 

he: fos his money! 
* 
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SUMMA CUM LAUDE 

"The youag medical stndent, pointing 
fot a carcer as а baby-doctoi, fonnd 
himself stumped in a vital final ех. 
amination, by the following qnestion: 
"Give six advantages of mother's milk 
ove: the milk of cows ot prepared 
formulas for feeding very young 

abies." 

The stndent chewed пп his pencil 
and sacked his wits, thea decided to 
do the best he could, segasdiess of 
the conseqnences. His'answers follow, 
all six of them — 

1.) "Mother's milk is always avail- 
able, when and where needed.” 

2.) "16.15 always fiesh." 

3.) "It is always pme and sanitary." 

4.) "It is always at the sight 1em- 
peratuie " 

At this point, the student ran out of 
fas Не chewed on his pencil some 
more, then wrote — 

5.) "It is difheult fo: a cat tn get 
at it.” 

Stamped again, he chewed and cogi- 
tated some moje until the following 
inspuation seized him, Trinmphantly, 
he scribbled — 

6.) “Tt comes in such cute com 
tainets.” 
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INCISOR 
A girl widely known for hei giavity 
Despised every foim of depravity 
ill she had 2 tooth-ache, 
And hei dentist, the rake, 
Most nblipinply flied the wrong cavity! 
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NO PALMS? 

And then there's that old maid 
down іп Florida who had a little place 
that's neve: had a palm on it.” 
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СНЕАТ 

"What was that yon just whispered 
іп my eas, deiling?” the gil mmimured 
snftly as she nnzipped he: daring 
strapless gown. 

"Say it again, sweet,” she added in 
honeyed tones, letting thc gown slide 
to the floor and standing these, in her 
scanties. 

"You don't really mean it!” she cx- 
claimed passionately, and stepped out 
of hei shoes, then languidly sat down 
to peel the nylons from hei perfect 
legs. 

"1 think it's delightfnlly outiageous? 
Of course I will — bat promise yon 
won't tell a sonl." He: voice trembled 
with excited anticipation as she. vaig- 
Bled ont of het filmy, brief unmention- 
ables and let them fall to the carpet 
in a perfumed heap of delicate lace, 

Then she mummed, "Of couise, 
darling. ГИ meet you for lusch at one 
tomon ow.” 

Then she hnng np the phone and 
tumbled into bed and turned off the 
light 
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AFRICAN APPLE POLISHER 
And then there's the onc about the 
cannibal child who was sent home fiom 
school fo: bntteiing np the teaches ! 
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“is he gone?" 


LITTLE MISS ANNIE 
Little Miss Annie 
Sat on hei fanny, 
Eating a mignon, filet. 
Said Annie, agrin, 
"T'd like to get thin, 
But you can't cat yon: enıds 
And not weigh!" 
** 


BIG BAG 

GFNEVIEVE: "And how did yon 
spend the weekend, Carla?” 

CARLA: "Fishing through the ice." 

GENEVIEVE (astonished): "Fish- 
ing thiongh the ice? Whatever for, in 
this hot weather?" 

CARLA: "Two olives, one Icmon 
peel and a pickled onion." 
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faybe Ра bette: osk a cob diver.“ 


Ei} 


Le 


THERE нар been ex 


tra dietation that Friday and then a 


missed bus and then the weekend mar. 
keting. It was near dusk before Helen 
Bradley climbed to her snug apartment 
in the converted carriage honse, Stow- 
ing groceries into cupboard and refrig- 
erator, she ıcmembered the evening 

рег and went back to the ІНЕ porch 
to fetch it. When she unfolded it and 
tead the black headlinc, the scheme 
came full blown to her mind. 

' Crossing to the telephone, she dialed, 
then spread the paper on a hassock be- 
side her. Bob answered puardedly, al. 
most as though he expected her. 

"Yon saw the papertonight?" Helen 
asked. 1 
"Sure," Bob said. "What about it?" 
His distaut, impersonal tonc knotted 
an ache in Helen's heart. Only two 
months before they had stood close te” 
gether, Render viewing the pros- 
É iage. She swallowed hard 
Bob, l'm scared.” . 
"You?" There was disbelief in his 


„tone, but no sympathy. 


.. "Bob, please," she said, and the 
“words came tumbling. "There's going 
to be a fnll moon tonight and the pa- 
per says no woman should be alone — 
and the police don't have a single lead 
оп the Killer and . , . Bob, he's already 
killed three times." 
"Say, you do ound scaicd.” 
"Then you'll come over 2” 
"Helen, look —" He broke off, tried 
again, "You know things dida't work 


“ont between us and —" Again he~ 


stopped. "І mean 

"Bob, pkase Do you think it's casy 
for me to ask ynu? ІРІ knew anybody 
else-— anybody І could trust =- if you 
hadn't..." 

"АП tight,” he said qnickly. 
tight, I'll come over. Bnt І can’ 
Jong, І... well, Гуе got a date.” 

"Dirty," she said, and hung np. 

She smiled as she hntricd into the 
tiny bedroom. Scarcd? That was a joke. 
She'd heen a mighty convincing actress 
on the phonc. Maybe three wanen had 
been bintilly shin in recent wecks, bnt 
there was a town full of women who 
hadn't been harmed, So the mystery 
kilki nsed a knife as if he enjoyed it. 
Well, Helen had a kid brnther who 
nnce saw a knife throwing act. She had 
chaperoned, then joined in her brother's 
experimentmg Rigit now she conld 
take that bntcher knife from thc kitch- 
en-and slit the murderer's throat at ten 
paces. 

Climbing into slacks, then a loose 
sweater, Helen brushed onsly at 
her bobbed, jet hair. Combing it about 
her pixie facc, she knew she presented 
a picture of innocent helplessness, Bob 
would find it hanl resisting her. 

But why shonld hc resist her? She 

ndcted on that as she hniried to the 

itchen and put steaks under the broil- 
cı. The courtship and the birth of love 
had been a glowing, enıiching fulfill- 
ment. There had been no ring — that 
was to come afteı Rob's promotion — 
but there had been talk die mas. 


"AM 
stay 


*culine toucbes tn the carriage house, of 


Three times, 


the brutal maniac had slain, 


and the town 


+ lay tense and waiting agoin... 


THE 


KILLER 


by TEDDY KELLER 


installing bis hi-fi set, of garaging his 
ОМ roadster below, of places for pipe 
tack and fishing pole and tools, 

Ther ¡nst two months ago the world 
tnined a page and Helen wes lost in 
the fine print. Bob had phoned saying 
that he'd be late, She didn’t remember 
what had happened that evening, But 
something had happened to them. She 
had only to look into his eycs to see 
cnld aslies where had blazed the flames 
of young love. Only two months ago. 

The raucous exhaust of the little 
roadster was somehow obscene in its 
violation of the quiet evening. ‘The car 
erunched to a halt on the gravel below 
and Helen, turning to thc door, froze 
with her gaze riveted on the newspaper. 
The headlines screamed at her. 

"FULL MOON KILLER STILL AT 
LARGE. .. Police Face Blind Alley, . . 
No Clues To Savage Murders...” And 
the pictures of the victims— the pretty 
high school giil so wantonly slain on 
the night of the last full moon, and 
the middle-aged widow and the young 
housewife, both murdered in the same 
neighborhood when the killer first 
struck just two months ago. Two 
mouths ago. 

А convnision of fear shook Helen 
and she pressed knuckles hard against 
bared teeth. A footstep sounded on 
the outside stairway, Panic bagged Hel- 
en's eyes, A cry crupted into her throat, 
but found no escape from the rigid, 
knuckk. damned mouth. Her mind 
flashed to the long, gleaming knife 
in the kitchen, bnt tercor held her 

—türn the page 


FULL MOON, from page 52 
rooted. And still the footsteps climbed 
higher. Helen's head spun dizzil 

"Helen?" Bob said softly 

rch. Then, morc nigently, 

ood heavens, what's wrong?” 

Snddenly she was flying though the 
door, ont onto the narrow poich, fling- 
ing herself in his aims, trembling, chok- 
ing back the sobs, finding him a blond, 
wide-shouldr red tower of strength. And 
even as his arms went atonnd her— 
not the arms of a lover, but of a btoth- 
er—she was instantly calm and she 
wondered-whether she had been acting 
again or whether she really feared him. 

She let out a tight-held breath and 
slipped from his loose grasp. “I'd bet- 
ter quit reading the papers,” she said, 

ing to make it light, "Come on in 

ws almost 1eady." 

Bob started to speak, but Helen 
twitled away and darted inside. She 
had nne chance with him and she 
wouldn't let him talk himself out ef it. 
If she had to use the maaiac killer to 
get Bob over for a meal, she was just 
making the best of a tragic situation. 

Bustling around the kitchen, she 
glanced at the long butcher knifc and 
€oulda't help smiling at her own fears. 
The police had long since checked out 
every miale in town between the ages 
of ten and seventy. Of course someone 
had slipped through thei net, but it 
hadn't been Bob. In business and in 
his personal life he was сиеті and 


m the 
HER. 


“Will you loan me the use 


shrewd, honest and straightforward. He 
was nnt clevei. And the fnil moon 
killer had to be clever. 

Yet something weighed heavily on 
Bob's mind tonight He was preoccu- 
pied almost to the oblivion of every- 
thing abont him. He had been like 
that, weighing all the factors, just be- 
fore he began talking marriage to Helen. 
Remembciing, she nearly panicked 
again This vague date of his might Бе 
in Ine бш а rebonnd proposal, 

They ate in silence, Bob only grunt- 
ed when Helen asked if the rare steak 
was to his likiag. He merely nodded 
when the apple pie had passed from 
fieezer to oven to table, In desperation, 
Helen ішпе to the опе snie topic of 
conversation. с 

"Do yon think they'll catch the fnll 
moon killer?” 

Bob gave hei a long, sober look. 71 
«++ Im afraid so.” 

"You're afraid so?" She lit a cigarct 
and pnshed np fiom the table to pace 
around the small room "Ма riddles, 
please,” she said shortly. "Yon ve talked 
in riddles every time I've іне to talk 
about us. I wish yon'd tell me what 
happened, I'm not begging, Bob, and 
1'm not crawling, I just want to know.” 

He frowned at her, "You mean you 
don't know?" 9 

Exasperated, she snnbbed ont the cig- 
aret, then lit another. "ОҒ сопізе І 
don't” She wheeled on him, but she 
saw pain flowing into his eyes. Her an- 


get Яше and burned out, 

"Don't you remember?” he asked 
slowly, "that night I had to work late? 
Just two months ago." When she nod- 
ded, he added. "And do you remember 
what else happened that night?” 

“Everybody in town ped she 
said. Alarm, ominous and snflocating, 
swelled in her chest. 

Bob staıcd vacantly at his plate. "Ne 
haven't really known each other long, 
Helen. We never did get around to 
talking abont nur childhood — the іп- 
fluences, the loves, the hates.” 

"Bob!" She held to the back of her 
chair. "What are you trying to say?” 

Still he didn’t look at her. "That 
there's а schizophrenic personality be- 
hind this killer — somebody we may 
know ss a pleasant, kind, workaday 
sort of person who...” 

She was already darting to the kitch- 
en when she screamed, "Bob!" Then 
she held the knife, the glittering steel 
poised. She moved T toward him, 
ready to терпе him, to kill if necessary. 

He had moved from the table. He 
stood now at the front door, npening 
it wide, stepping back. The fnll moon 
showed blood теа above the esten 
horizon, Bob’s voice went on, like a 
small boy's reciting a mnch-hated lesson, 

"There is more witchaiaft than we 
know in the moon, Even science can 
only guess at its terrible powers.” 

Terror stricken, yet pradded by some 
strange compulsion, Helen moved near- 
er Bob, directly before the open door. 
The red moon bathed hei in its eerie 
light, glinting off the deadly blade. 

"That night two months ago,” Bob 
said, 'you hardly recognized me — you 
seemed in a tiance — and | wondered 
even then. But last week 1 found the 
high school girl's locket —smashed 
into the gravel in the driveway. Helen, 
1 don't know what mixed yon np, what 
made you turn on your own sex, what 
made you kill...” 

His voice drifted into nothingness. 
His silhouette faded. The 100m swam 
away, Swallowcd np іп a red haze, and 
nothing ıemaincd but the slim, beanti- 
fnl blade. reflecting the moonlight that 
was as warm and crimson as fresh 
blood. 

A moan pinched from Helen’s lips. 
She re in hypnotic fascination as 
the knife, as of its own volition, 1e- 
versed itself, She clutched the handle 
with both hands, the blade pointing to 
her abdomen, Her langh rang in her 
ears, The muscles of her arms tensed, 
then plunged the knife inward, 

A man shouted. A hand seized he 
wrists, A uniform thrust into her line 
n. Arms grappled her, pinioned 
het, lifted her. She was still laughin, 
as they carried her out. She glance 
back, not caring, and saw Bob slump- 
ing into a chair, sobbing. 8 


KING-SIZE, from page 25 
With his heimet shading his eyes, 
they emerged from the rain forest, He 
waited for the crocodiles ta push their 
ugly snouts above the mnrky surface of 
the water on the next turo of the river. 
He hitched at the gun belt and fingercd 
the butt cnds of his revolvcıs, The 
crocodiles came up as promised, Iecr- 
ing fantastically, with cold glassy eyes. 
Marvin drew his weapons with lighten- 
ing speed and fired two shots into the 
air. Nervous laughter oozed from the 
snrprised passengers as Marvin peered 
into his mirror, He scanncd thc faces, 
old and young, amuscd and fı ightened, 
дай e alert, until his eyes seemed 
to freezc Sitting almost in thc center 
of the boat, her face contorted in a 
Blimacc of fear, was his Alberta, Тас 


scream was from her lips, and the , 


strange pallor of her skin gave her an 
appesrance Marvin had never seen be- 
fore, 

She obvionsly didn't know he was 
within miles of the park, so if he 
played his cards right, she might not 
notice him, He stared in fascination — 
it was hke seeing her for thc first time 
withont lipstick, or the two аташаг 
TES of rouge she painted on her 
checks. Almost without realizin, it, 
Marvin lowered his voice to make it 
mor impressive as they approached 
the villages of headhnnters, "Better 
hold on to your heads, friends. Some 
of these natives specialize in shrinking 
them ” 

His gaze was riveted on the mirror. 
Тас boat glided near an overbanging 
tree limp, resting place for a mighty 
python, whose powerfnl body was 
arched down into the path of the boat, 
Its eager tongue was icking baek and 


forth in anticipation. Marvin could tell 
the instant Alberta spotted the snake, 
Most of thc tonnsis drew in their 
breath and shuddered, bnt not Alberta, 

IIa lips framed anotheı blood ehill. 
ing scream. She jumped to her fect, 
shouting, "I want to get off this hor. 
"Ыс boat! Somebody let me ой!" Her 
flaccid body shaking with tenor, she 
began to sob. Marvin's co-worker was 
at her side instantly, Soothing and 
calming het, Gradnally she Became 
aut and sat back down in the boat 

ot the remainder of the tour, 

Marvin stood transfixed at the scene 
unfolding behind him. The truth 
lashed before his ус like а fiery ar. 
row fiom the bow of an expert marks. 
man. Alberta was scared — not [nst thc 
ordinary fear that he saw in his jungle 
every weck, but an unreasonable, tcı- 
tible fear that’ defied understanding. 
She had gone to pieces right before his 
eyes. She wasn't the solid rock he had 
always believed hci to be— just a 

itifnl woman who was scared out of 
ыа by his jungle. This was the 
PL. ^ 
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onc moment he had hoped and prayed 
for, bnt now that it [IS Е was 
strangely calm. 

He rounded the last tum of the 
Watcrway and stopped the boat by the 
docks, Hc remamed with his back 
turned to the interior of the ciaft as 
thc people climbed up to the dock. 
She can't crack the whip at me again, 
now that I know, He had her Just 
wheıe he wanted her. No more, "Маг. 
vin, yon haven't the соптаре of а 
fea,” сі "I'm so ashamed of you, yon 
lily-livcred excuse for a man,” in that 
one moment of her terror, her tactics 
became as weak as a dying beast, 

Marvin went through the rest of thc 
afternoon like a man in а state of 
hypnosis. He made a total of twelve 
more trips. Oh, yes, he strutted and 
Swagpered and posed, but underneath, 
his mind was racing. Не punched thc 
time clock promptly at 6 and quickly 
dressed in his drab gray clothes again, 
thinking he wonld surely havc to bay 
Somc of those gaudy spott shirts as 
Soon as the weather warmed np some. 
Albeita didn't think they were аррго- 
priate for him. 

On his way home from the bus stop, 
he entered the corner drug store, five 
doors from his song prison of a bunga- 
low, and made a purchase of a half 
dozen cigars. Six of the longest, black. 
est, most expansive the cleik offered. 
Hc placed thcm in the breast pockct 
of his suit, Thei unfamiliar bulk 
pushed comfortingly against his chest. 
He sauntered from thc store and walk. 
ed calmly down the street and up thc 
fient walk to lis horsc — bis honse. 
He opened the (ront door and slammed 
it notsily as he entered. 

"Marvin Phinney, where have you 
been? You're five minntes Tate, and yon 
know І hate to be kept waitiog!” AI. 
berta’s shrill tones shattercd the eve. 
ning ай, 

Marvin didn't answer, He cased 
himself into the big, soft wing «Бай 
that Alberta nsually daimed. He care- 
fully unwrapped the fist of his cigars, 
tossing the ¢cllophane mapping on the 
floor. He дија" know if he'd ever tell 
her of this aftcinom. Perhaps some 
day, but not right away, though, it 
was too pleasant to relax with a smoke 
and savor his new position, Now he 
Косу how a king mnst feel, 

He lighted the cigar, pnffed rapidly 
a few times, and c back to ex. 
hale à swirling ‚cloud of fragrant 
smoke. Onc of the things Alberta 
dctesicd most in the world was сіңді 
smoke. He pnt his fect firmly on the 
pieerust rim of her treasured coffee 
table. He blew great opalescent smoke 
screens toward the kitchen. 

“Albata,” he called, "what did yon 
do this afternoon?" He waited for her 


reply. 8 
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Sultry's the word for this sexy siren from West Berlin! 


Hex хаме із Eva Effe, she is 
"Miss Bolin of 1958", and shc has he: big, baby-blue cyes dead 
set on Hollywood. What's morc as the second pictnre liom the 
left, above, 1cveals, she is a girl with a fum gop on herself 
and if you can find anfrlung bette: worth gripping lying asonnd 
loose, you'ie a very, very lucky ADAM-reader indeed? 

Inevitably, with that long, tousled blonde hair, those full, pouty 
lips and her willingness to put those sexational curves on full 
display unhindered by more than the minimum of clothing, Eva is 
being compaied with Brigitte Bardot. In fact, all Europe seems to 
be sprouting facsimile BB's nowadays, just as, а few years back, 
all Ames ica was sprouting ersatz MM's. 

But Eva is very defmitely a person and personality in her own 
tight. Boin in Bicslan not too many years ago, her family fled to 
Berlin at the end of the war to escape becoming a past of Com- 
munist Poland, bringing little Eva with them. She grew пр in 
Bolin (amd how she grew !}, and obtained hei firt job as a very 
modeling Jeotxen bathiog suits. Nor did ў take 
grow out of Juntzrns into cthing very definitely 


Eva long 6 
cooler j 

Althongh she is still very young, Eva rs a very, very cool cat, 
Furopean version. She has baveled ex;ensively throughout the 
Continent and speaks French, Italian and English Anently, along 
with he: native German. She has played) bit parts in a nnmbcr of 
German films, and is considered one of; the most thoronghly so- 
phisticated chicks this side of the Iton Gnitain 

Like all young actresses, Eva wants fgme and money, and feels 
that the hest place to win both in ca-load lots is Hollywood. 
Hence, she is cussently saving her reicht pasks to launch heiself in 
a film capital career, What she will thinkjof Hollywood, of conısc, 
must remain for the fntıne to solve, but geven а mangy, motheaten 
joke of a prophet сап foresee what Hollywood will think of Eva. 
The wolves азе already lining up. Ф. a 
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VENUS, from page 39 
natural, gave her gorgeous hips a snap- 
toll that brought a gasp from the men 
and said, "Why not? Anyone got a 
Rock 'n' Кој] record?" 

"Perhaps Jim..." Peggy began, but 
Mabel's husband meicly smiled and 
told het, "Don't worry... she's great, 
But she isn't often in the mood." 

А record was dng ont of the albums 
and put on the player, and Mabel went 
into her dance. When il was ovci, the 
girls apphuded politely, but they necd 
not have bothered, what with the 
whoop-de-doo Ihe men were making. 
Beyond question, Ihe newcomer was 
teınfic— she had bumped, ground 
wiiggled, wiithed aud stomped, her 
face alight with langbtct, her golden 
Вай aswit] and every cubic centimeter 
of het glorious body іп sensual motion, 

Bieathing hard as she 1etied her 
blonse, tcvcaling glimpses of ftm, en- 
ticingly curved, зпп-Молтес! torso in 
the process that turned Ihe men into 
insects with their eyes on stalks, Mabel 

ansed to ask Jane, “What'd you say, 
oney 2” 

"T said," said Janc іп acid-etched 
accents, "І uniletstand now why Doris 
said yon used to be belly bntton all 


E 


Іп the hush of honor that fell like 
an asbestos curtain, Mabel's langh rang 
cka and amnsed. "Why, the lille 
monstet 1” she She pot it a little 
mixed up. My maiden name was Mabel 
Buttoni, so when I became a shipper, 
they hung the Belle Button monicker 
on me. 175 soil of a burlesque custom. 
You know. . . like Sheila the Peeler and 
Vera Sweel. So І was Belle Bntton,” 
She chuckled. "1 thought it was sort of 
cute.” 

"Man!" said Jack Martin to Jim. 

"Lets all qnit'cur jobs and open a 
nightcelnb here in Vista Village. ia 
Mabel to dance, we couldn't miss." 


Phyllis sent one of her extra-special, 
wait-till-1-get-yon-alone glares, then 
emitted а squawk as she saw the chil- 
dren, supposedly safely stashed at Jane's 
apartmenl, clustered] йт Ihe doorway. 
Lille Doris, wearing a rare expression 
of utei reverence, advanced a step от 
two into the 1oom and said, "І think 
you dance just beautiful, Mabel.” 

This pretty well wrapped it up. The 
youngest geneiation was 1estoted to 
Jane's and their finstered sitter, who 
had merely strayed to the bathroom 
briefly and thenght she had lost her en- 
tire brood The cold-cuts were bronght 
cut, and there was conversation of a 
sort, bnt to all intents and practices, 
the party was over. The Compards 
went home abont nine-thity, leaving 
a laige arca of dead air behind them. 

"Just think," said Peggy Kemp, "of 
bang manied to а cieatnie like that! 

“If you ask mg” said her husband, 
"Jim Compatd's a lucky dog." 

"Nobody. asked you" Peggy snapped. 

"I supose we'll have to go over there 
Sunday," moutned Jane. "Айе alll, 
she asked ns. і wonder what she'll have 
in the way of food...” 

Spaghetti and meatballs probably,” 
said Phyllis, 

Bot who a tathet ill-atease sextet 
was nshered into the Compatd dining 
room, two evenings later, thete was not 
a bil of spaghetu іп sight. Instcad, un- 
derneath a spreal of magnificent lace 
and linen, crystal and silver, 2 groan- 
ing boatd held 2 beautifully sliced, 
golden brown tatkey, a wine-ted ham 
glazcd with maraschino cherries, a sal- 
ad of grapefruit segments and an- 
chovies resting in а perfectly diessed 
bed of romaine, artichoke hearts 
deep-fried іп batter with sheiry-cream 
sance, popove as feathery light as ай 
itsclf and a magnificent dessert of stiff 
whipped cream and strawberries en- 
cased in a huge meringue shell. 


| 
| 
j 
| 
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It was Phyllis, moaning inwardly at 
the thonght of what she was doing to 
het fignie as she dng into her thiid fall 
pkte, who approached a smiling Jim 
Compard and said, "І didn’t know yon 
conkd get things hke this in Vista Vil. 
lage. Mabel mnst have had a caterer 
bring it out from ihe city." 

Jim shook his head and said, "No, 
she did it herself, She does everything 
she tries well. І think it was her conk- 
ing that got me," 

"T's got me, too," said Mabel with 
a sigh, 

Over coffee the next motning, Jane 
said, "Of course, when ynn've got noth- 
ing else to do...” 

Peggy Kemp said, “Frankly, I thought 
tt was in stinking bad taste.” 

Phyllis giound out her cigaret in her 
зацссі and said, "Let's face it, зій... 
we'te ontclassed, We may have gone to 
college, but there are a lot of things we 
didn't learn,” 

"Okay, okay," said Peggy, "You сап 
be sporting if you want to, bnt 
додае Will thinking up ER 
go ovet there whenever he's home. Не 
says it's to talk business with Jim." 

"Maybe not,” said Jane, "but Hany 
got his face stuck to the picture win- 
dow last night, peering across the contt, 
and I had to use a тағо: blade to pry 
him loose.” 

Both women turned to look inquii- 
ingly at Phyllis, who sighed and said, 
"Ж isn't that Jack's done anything so 
fat... but you shonld sce the way he 
looks at me, It makes me feel like 
something the cat scorned to bring іп” 

The thice of them looked at one an- 
other, and, without words, the anti- 
Mabel league was formed. They weren't 
conscic cruel oi acting in anti-To- 
gethern: fashion; they were three 
above-avciage wives and mothers gath- 
егей together in defense of'theit homes 
against a monstrously dangerous ont- 
sider. 

They didn't actnally do anything; it 
was what they didn't do that mattered. 
They simply, cver-so-politely, included 
Mabel Compard 27. They spoke to her 
when speaking was unavoidable. They 
were never rude, but there was no trad. 
ing of recipes and kitchen utensils and 
the like with the newcomer, Their hus- 
bands, who had been throngh it before, 
growled and grumbled and visited Ma- 
bel to pass the time of day with her 
when she lay sunning herself in a bı- 
kim on a deck chair on the lawn. Bnt 
they were well broken to harness, and 
there was no open revolt. 

With the childien, however, it was 
different. They adored Mabel one and 
all, which, to the mothers of Cormor. 
ant Court, was the most unkind cut 
of all, 

"Bat Phyllis," said а icbellious eight 
year-old Jack, Ji., "I don't see why you 


don't like Mabel. She's fun, more fun | 
than..." He stopped, biting his lip. 

“І see” said Phyllis, wonnded to the 
qnick. "Well, we can't all be beautifal 
and have nothing to do like you 
friend.” 

"Aw, Phyllis,” szid Jack, awate that 
hc had hurt his mothe: and trying to 
make amends, "it's not that You shonld 


kies she bakes for us.” 
“І сап imagine," Phyllis said grimly. 

The childien continued to visit the 
enemy, and there was nothing their 
motheis could do about it, direct 
opposition to a cbild's wishes was 
against both theory and practice in Cor- 
morant Court, and since the young folk 
1cínsed to allow their interest to be di- 
tected in other channels, But the moth- 
eis seethed like so many abont-to-ex- 
plode volcanoes. 

"It's jast not fair,” said Jane bitterly. 
“Doris and David aie completely un- 
Ча her spell 

"The worst of it is" Phyllis said 
wretchedlly, "is that we've got по real 
1eason to sqnawk. My kids have never 
been so well behaved as since she 
moved іп.” 

"Yak-yakyak!" said Peggy Kemp 
angrily. "You can be as sporting as yon 
like abont it, bnt I'm not going to take 
a teal deep breath until she's ош of 
here. Maybe she's all you say, but she 
doesn't belong?’ 

a shocked silence, Not- 
belonging was. 10 these well-adinsted 
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VENUS, from page 59 
ord as agrecing-with any such outage- 
cus siggestion. The distaff division of 


Cormorant Court was in a state of siege * 


from then on. * 

The break came Jess than a week la- 
ter, when Jane came fying: over to 
Phyllis" apartment as fast as her nn- 

* "wieldy condition wonld allow her. Her 
һай was nnbtushed, and Нег eyes ablaze 
with excitement. "| thought so,” she 
gasped, "and поч I жем)” "n 

3 E know what?" -Phyllis said ir- 
i d 


ly i М 
"Lknow what that.. what she teal- 
(у is,” Jane caroled ui triumph. “There's 
been a maw over there for the past, two 
hours, He only just, lef 

“What'd he look like?" asked Phyl- 
lis, her irritability vanished. 

"Sort of. tall,” said Jane-excitedly, 
"and very well dressed... bat 2227 
She pronounced the last word as if it 
wac ‚something disgusting. None of 
the rcsidents of Cormorant Court had 
accépted the fact that they, too, would 
„авс. T 
"Did yon see anything?" ' Phyllis 
asked, her excitement mounting. 

"I saw him give her a kiss when he 
left" said Jane- "While he was therc, 
неу stayed away from the рісіше win- 


. . Tbis last was damning, if negative, 
+ evidence, in Cormorant Conrt where 
4: 


everyone lived mote ot less in a glass 
house. Peggy was summoned and told 
the news, and the thice women swore 
themselves and each other to silence, 
while a policy of watchfnl waiting was 
ısned. Phyllis remarked, "Yon know, 
kids, we arén’t being very broadminded 
abont айу of thi М 
To which Peggy Kemp snorted, 
"Bnshwah, honey! Who can afford 
broadmindedness in a spot like this?” 
There’ was no answcı, since all felt 
equally gnilty, having been dedicated 
to Tolerance and Broadmindedness 
since theit early childhood, by parents 
aod teachers alike 
The next three afternoons, instead 
of totating their daily visits, the three 
of them gathered at Jane's since het 
apartment had the ouly direct view of 
the Compard ıcsidence. Nothing hap- 
pened the fust two «hys, and Peggy 
Kemp was remarking, "| think Jane 
dieamt'it пр..." when Jane, standing 
carefnlly to one side of the window, 
where the drapes offeicd concealment, 
said excitedly, "Heic he canes now!" 
The othcıs rushed close against her 
and peered өші. They saw а tall, gray- 
Вайс man, in a banker's’ gray suit, 
still np to the Compard's door. As hc 
extended a hand to lift the knoei, 
thc door was flung open, and Mabcl, 
her gorgeous long limbs on fall display 
аз usnal, grected hei visitor with а hng, 


à hng that was returncd before the door 
swung shnt to conccal them. 

"What do you know?" said Phyllis. 

"Didn't І tell you?" Jane asked. 

"That does it!" said Peggy Kemp. 
She moved put posefnlly away from the 
window toward the telephone testing 
innocently on its table near the door, 

"What ate yon going to do, honey?" 
Jane asked anxiously. 

Peggy pansed dramatically, one hand 
on the instrument, and said grimly, 
"Em going to call Jim Compad at 
Caton and tell him what's going on " 

"Easy, Peg," said Phyllis. "You're 
not going to give your name?" 

“Бо you think Im an idiot?" said 
Peggy with dignity. She lifted the in- 
strument from its cradle and began to 
dial. 

After it was done, no one said mnch. 
They all felt they had betrayed them- 
selves by being party to snch а deed, 
yet then anger at Mabel, as the cause 
of their self-betayal, grew greater than 
ever. Finally, Jane said, “What'd he 
"s h id P. 

"He was very polite," said Peggy. 
"He asked me PEG the E 
then thanked me very much." 

"That means it mnst be ап ok го. 
mance she's picked up," said Phy llis. 

“І wonder what he'll до?” mnsed 
Jane, and no one teplied. "Do you snp- 
pose hell... 2" 

"They stood at the edge of the win- 
dow, watching, waiting, іп delicious 
panic, with thonghts of shootings and 
axe-mnıders‘ running through thcir 
heads, Nor did they have long to wait. 

Half an hon1 later, the door across ' 
the court was opened. The watchers 
quivered as they saw Mabel embrace 
her calkr in fond farewell. When it 
was over, the stranger tuned to walk 
toward the street at the спа of the 
court. Then he paused briefly, to look 
directly at Jane's window — he smikd 
faintly and lifted his hat to them cour- 
teously The thice women exchanged & 
frozen look and separated quickly to 
return to their homes. 

“What gets me," Phyllis said to Ред. 
gy as they emerged, "is how he knew 
we were there.” " a с 

» Peggy shingged ıt off, replying, 
"We'll probably never er per 

It was neat midnight, and Phyllis 
was pieparing for bed, when Peggy 
fated open het door and said abrupt- 
ly, "Will jnst left me." 

"Yon'ie joking!” said Phyllis, lead- 
ing thc way toward the kitchen for a 
soothing cup of coffee. 

"I'm not," Peggy replied, and it was 
evident she had been crying. "And it's 
all бег fanit,” she added viciously. 

. "Hell come back,” Phyllis said 
soothingly. © 

Peggy shook her head, hei lips tight- 


ly compressed. "I never saw anyone so 


| furious. I thought he was going to beat 

me, He says I betayed bim, Do you 
know who her caller was? H was Ever- 
ard Caton himself. Jim Comperd rec 
ognized my voice when I d him 
today, and he called home, and told 
them. That's why he lifted his hat to 
us. 


"I never... Y” gasped Phyllis. "Oh, 
this is awful. What was Everard Caton 
doing there?” 5 


For а struggling 
young actress, 
he had much to 
offer 


"You don'| know the half of il," 
stormed Peggy. "It seems Will was uy 
for a big promotion, and they move 
the Compatds in here to look us over. 
Jim Compard is some sort of very hush. 
hush, big-time trouble-shooter for the 


mA ее 


home, 
about it, | didn't wanl to discuss il to- 
night. But now that it’s ош, we mighl 
as well get il over wilh." 


over, when 1 called, And Mi. Caton 
came out here twice, jusl lo gel Mabel's 
view on om home life. I can imagine 
what she told him!” 


"Of all the sneaky...” Phyllis Бе, 


Бап, then stopped. Аз a corporation 
wife, she knew there was nothing un- 
usual about it. Then, as another thought 
struck her, "But it must have been an 
awfully important job to get Mr. Caton 
himself involved." 


"It was.,.it is. Oh, І don't know. 


Ji seems he and Mabel аге old friends 
оі something, so it wasn't all business, 
his coming here." 


"And Willis has Іей you?" Phyllis 


asked. 


Peggy nodded. "The hell of il is, І 


cant blame ium. Ir only Y hadnt made 
that call. The Compards are pulling out 
in a day or two anyway." 


Phyllis didn't say, “I asked you to 


take it easy." She couldn't, She was too 
busy wondering what hec Jack would 
do when he found out about her own 
behavior from Willis Kemp. Nothing, 
һе sensed, was ever going to be quite 
the same again, When, after Ре 
left, she went slowly upstairs to bed, 
Jack half awoke and said, "What was 
that all about, honey?” 


"Oh," Phyllis replied, "Willis and 


Peggy had a spat." 


He loked at her slecpily and said, 


! "She had it coming to her... and that 
reminds me, Yon and I've got some- 
thing to talk aver іп the maming.” 


"When did you find gut?" she asked, 


feeling sick to her stomach, 


“Will told me on the train, coming 
said Jeck. “Туе been so sore 


Reaching with trembling fingers for 


a cigatet, Phyllis knew nothing wes 
ever going to be the same. She said, 
"Maybe I'd better go downstairs and 


brew us some mote coffee." б L j 
nl + 


Wi was PrRHAUS tme 
that Jeannie couldn't help it, under the 
circumstances at any sete Bot that 
didn’t mean she had to like it. De- 
spite Ihe importance of maintaining a 
smart, just-off-Sution Place address іп 
Manhattan, especially fm а struggling 
young actress with virtually nothing іп 
the bank and prospects whose bnght- 
ness failed 10 keep them from dragging 
interminably ın the fntusc, she didn't 
know how much longer she could en- 
dur letting Emic Byles invade hei 

ed. 

Jeannie was yanng, wvidh Я 
ted-headed mue оға Tua 
whose sssembly-Tob, to say nothing of 
its basic ingredients, had been known 
to make strong men quiver and drool 
like idiots. She was smart, she was de- 
termined, she had talent — she had 
everything but money. Since a hnsband 
was qut of the question at this stage of 
her fledgling theatrical career, she had 
to sleep with Erne Byles. 

Ernie was lanky, fortyish, usually un- 
shaven and black of fingernails. He 
wore greasy overalls and was distress- 
ingly erade in both 5 and man- 
ner. Having him make love 10 her 
was, to Jeannic, like letting a troglodyte 
embrace het, But Ernie was the super- 
intendent of the and it was 
only thicugh permitting him to sl 
wth her never he chose that 
Jeannie was enabled to keep het smart 
address rent-free. 

She sat in the corner saloon, sipping 
best which she hated, sping becı for 
two reasons — one, it was the only 
drink she could afford at the moment; 
two, because, hy deinking beet herself, 
she wonld not be so aware of Etnie's 
acidly alcoholic breath when he kissed 
het. And Етіс would be waiting — 
it was one af his nights. 

She snddenly spotted а pleasant- 
looking, very well-dressed young man 
im the Басс фаг mirror and all but 
screamed. li was Mi. Teneyck, the 
owner of the building, and he had 
spotted her. She felt as if she werc 
guing ta be sick to her stomach, 

Eyer since she slipped into the 
apartment wa the service ¢levetor, 


some two months earlier, Ernie had 
been drumming Mr. Teneyck at her. 
"Stay away from him, Jeanne,” was 
his constant warning. "If he ever gots 
on to this setup, ГП lose а good job, 
and you'll wind up in the dink. He 
may look like a softy, but he's hard 
as nail: 

So Jeannie had stayed away from 
Mi. Teneyck — until now — with 
success, There had, of course, been а 
half dozen inevitable casnal collisions 
іп the clevatot and lobby On such oc. 
casions, Jeannie had had юю summon 
every ounce of her acting abihty to 
B the casual tenant, Appareatly, she 

п away with it But if he 


talk her, if b 
was a dead duckling, The mere thought 
of the women's tae of detention, 
stark and orange-biick on lower Sixth 
Avenne, paralized her. 

Like a bind watching a snake, she 
watched Mr Teney reflection 
pioxch hers io the minion, noted 
coldness of bis tight blue ejes, the 
smik on his lips. Not once did his 

leave hers, 

She hauled an impulse to dash out 
into the twilight. If she did, she would 
be withont clothes other than what she 
wore on hei back, withont an addıess 
to which help could be sent. She'd be 
a dead duckling in any case. With hei 
stomach mens. "ed Sane she 
clung to the of the bar, hoping 
she wouldn't faint, then hoping she 
would. E 
Yet his voice, when it sounded al- 
most in her eat was polite, even gentle. 


He sad, "Miss Wilcox, I've been hop- . 


ing to have a word with you.” 

РИ bet you have! she thought. Then, 
somehow, she managed 2, "Yes?" 

“it's about the apartment, | jast 
wanted to tell you I heard fromthe 
lessees, and they won't be back from 
Enrope for another six months. Ги 
glad, because I was wotned about you, 
You sce, 1 used to be an actor myself, 
before hunger drove me into seal 
estate. Thats why I told Етіс Byles 
to let you have the epirtment fent 
free as long as il was vacant,” 


TA 
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Luxs WENTWORTH 
regarded the lush double-symphony of 
soft piak globes and arcs of female 
flesh, the softer, pinker lips that pouted 
at him petulantly, the smoke-black 
hair and cyes tegarding him from be 
neath long curling lashes. The hard 
lines of his lean, leathery, cowhand's 
face relaxed at the caress of her voice, 
as she wheedled in heavily accented 
Mexican-English, “Senor Toro, Aa- 
gelita mus’ have moie money. Her 
mama, she is very sick. 

It was the same old story. He dug 
into his levis and frowned as only two 
coins met the quest of his long, cal 
Insed, gunwise fingers. Angehtas cost 
a man high, but it was one of the re 
waids that Luke Wentworth had 
piomised himself never to give up 
when he'd long ago stopped gun 
slinging fo: pay and decided to make 
it the hard, honest way as herd boss 


DEAD or ALIVE! 


by RAY DENNISON 


on the big drives north to Abilene 
Girls and gambling wete his two major 
vices, but he figured he woiked hard 
enough to have earned his right to 
thern. 

He pnlled ont one of the 

eces, the last of what remaine 
Es pay from the last bíg drive he'd 
guided norih through badlands and 
woıse men. Most of the rest of his 
mooey had been lost at the poker table 
to а slicked-up young crook, Bart 
hetter, before he'd ever caught on that 
his hardenmed cowpoke's money was 
being taken from him by a thief, Bart 
hadn't been able to cheat at the draw, 
tbough, and when the smoke had 
cleared, Luke's still edncated gunman's 
hand had done its job as well as in the 
old days. But he knew who it was he'd 
filled with lead, anc had a good idea 
what thc consequences wonld be. He'd 
moved out of that saloon so fast he 
hadn't even had time to’ gather up the 
money Bart had taken from him. 

Luke flipped the glittering coin in a 
flat tiajeciory at the sptewling little 
prostitute. It was aimed shrewdly at 
the most critical taget of Һе anatomy, 
and scored a squealing bullseye that 
made his ice-blue eyes cıinkle in silent 
amusement as he reached for the bottle 
of zedeye on tbc scarred bureau beside 
his свай 

When the scolding, grateful girl 
had gone, clutching het red-and-white 


tuffled dress ın fiont of her nudity, 
the smile left Loke's eyes as hc con- 
sidered his position. 

If he took five steps ont of this boi- 
dei-town bioltiel, hc was as good as 
dead But to stay оп hcic, he had to 
have gnid — and lots of it. Otherwise, 
Mama Conchita or one of the gitls 
would нау b him to the таг 
shal fot the reward on his head. Fif- 
teen-liundicd buckaroos, pnt np by 
Jonas Ledbetter, rancha, merely Бе 
cause Luke had dijiled down Jonas’ 
cad-cheating son in x fair shoot-out 
Dead or alive, too. If it weren't foi 
that enrscd reward, Luke wonld long 
since have pnt hundteds of hard-ridden 
miles between himself and this dntsy, 
dirty little border commnnıty. 

Fifteen hundicd gold simoleons . . . 
He took a long swig of ıedeye, put 
his head in his hands and thon. 

He was still sitting “сіе, for once 
Һау aware- of his sunonndings, 
when Aaron and Pete came silently 
into the room, their eyes watchful, 
ей guns slung low at thei hips .. . 


TIVE HOURS LATER, he stood morose- 
ly in а jail-cell, while gnarled, sapling 
tough, moncy-grubbing, land canine 
Jonas Ledbetter Tonked at his son's 
killer, "It's him all right," he said 
tonclessly to the marshal. Tor a то 
ment, Inke thought the nld man was 
going to let him have it right there 
in the cell 

Bnt the moment passed, and the old 
man mined away and sad, "T can't 
stand the sight of thc dirty sidewindet, 
bnt I'll be on tap for the hangin’. 
Well, one thing — this is fifteen hun- 
died dollas I'm mighty glad to be 
pryin” out” 

Luke jnst stond therc inside thc 
bated cell dom, listening. Hc соді 
hear the mnmble of talk in the next 
room, between Mi Ledbetter, the mar- 
shal and Aaron and Peta, the twn 
Беда iats who had brought him in. 
He heard the clink of hard metal on 
а had table-top, a little later the 
sonnd nf Мі, Lecbettcr’s horse's hoof. 
beats receding down the dnsty, un- 
paved street, 

He waited, his entire body a spring, 
dnnily considering all the intricacies of 
a doublecioss. And then he heard it, 
Pete'a high whiskey tenni saying, ” 
knew you wrnldn't deny us the 
nse of оле marc lock at this mutdcrin 
sknnk,"' 

They were there in the ceil-t00m.— 
Aaron, Pete and the marshal. Luke 
stared at them, level-eyed, silent and 
looking. Aaron and Pete, « pair of 
worthless bnider sats if there ever 
weıc, he told himself mentally. 

“He don't took so all-fired danger- 
ons withont his gnos, do he?" jeered 
Aann, wiping sweat from his low, 


“Senor Foro, Angelita must have more money,” she told him. „ 


stupid forehead with the forcarm of a 
dust-filthy shirt 

"He wonldn't Апе a 101 ol’ Яў, not 
ol’ Luke Wentworth,” drawled Pete, 
neatly placing а bnllet of tobacco: 
stained spit between the bars within 
a half inch of onc of Luke's boots. 

"Okay men," said the marshal. "Yon 
had your look at him — though why 
you want another look at such a um 
áppetizin' specimen of polluted human- 
ity as Lnke Wentworth I jus’ can’t 
understand.” 

"Tastes differ,” said Aaron disarm- 
ingly. "You know that, Marshal. 
That's how horse-1aces ate boin. 

"бис, yon know that,” echoed Pete. 

"Okay men,” the marshal repeated, 
"yon got your gold, you got yout last 
look at Pete. Now get goin’ an’ give 
me some rest, Pete, too — he looks 
like he's tight шеа of the sight of 
yon." 

"T jnst want to heat him say some- 
thing," Aaron. "You'd think his 
mother was scared by a clam before he 
was born ot something.” 

"Say something, Lnke,” aaid Pete. 
"Come on, let's hear yonr voice.” 

Sure thing," Luke said softly. "No- 
body is hanging mc becanse of a fair 
fight" And, to the marshal, "Better 
put them up atonnd your ears, man, if 
you reckon to stay healthy long. You're 
covered.” 

Like a trapped coyote, the lawman's 
eyes darted from Pete to Aaron, from 
Aaron to Pete. As Luke prm БЕТ 
had taken half 2 step backward an 
diawn their pistols to cover a lawman 
kidney apiecc. Reluctantly, his bands 
tosc toward the ceiling. 

"I don't stand for no necktie patties 
in this jail,” he said unsteadily. 

Pete langhed as he plncked the keys 
fiom the marshal's beit and tossed 
them to Lnkc, who unfastened the cell- 
lock. "This way, my good man,” he 
told thc lawman, disarming him deftly 
and nshcring him int) the cell he va- 
cated. Then, to Aaron and Pete, 
"Come on, pardnets, let's ride" 

They divvied np the fifteen hundred 
dollars in gold while making camp in 
the desnlate hills, many miles fiom the 
town. Luke took a thousand as con- 
ceiver and leader of the scheme’ for 
cashing in on the price on his head, 
the other tonk two’ hundıed fifty apiece 
for then share in the exploit 

"We better head for Mexico," the 
gnnman tnld them, " 5 is gonna be 
pretty hot for a while” а. - 

"Ynn're right on thet,” said Aaron. 

Luke looked teverently åt the double 
cagles before stowing them in his sad- 
dle baga, thinking of the many soft, 
sweet Angefites, Carmencitas and 
Estrellitas awaitiog him snnth of the 
Rio Grande. 
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COCKTAILS 


Ф. UPON A TIME, а soog-plugger was 
а man employed by a Tin Pan Alley sheet-music publisher 
who made the rounds of the New York cabarets night 
after night to see that his employer's latest productions were 
played by the big-name orchestras, The marks of his trade 
were a deathly white nightclub pallor, suitcases under his 
eges, a blue chin in chronie RT of a shave and a suit in 
need of a press. 

Times, however, have changed, For here we have a vety 
much up-to-date song plugger in Susan Yonng, who sports 
a healthy Hollywood suntan, a thin line of dark makeup 
nstead nf bags under her cycs and a dicss that hugs her 
gorgeous figure so tightly there's not room for a ercase іп 
a са рад, What is mote, Susan's chin is definitely not blue 

Furthermore, every condition of Susan's job has changed 
as well, She sells albums of records, rather than sheet-musie 
arrangements, her current chores including another рай of 
dark-haired honeys, Ruth Olay and Mary Kaye, shown chat- 
ting ош Hollywood's Avant-Garde with Susan at upper 
kft In 15, she sells disc jockies, ìn- 
chiding Peter Potter of TV “Juke Box Jury" fame at lower 
kft 

When Susan goes to a night club, it is on her own time 
and some lucky datet's bankroll, and she росв there to have 
2 ball, not to sell the orchestra leader. Although the only 
tapes she is in ed in are of the electrophonie vari. 
Susan do: ve to worry about the more usual pinup 
tapes——a fact revealed by the pictures at right and below, 
showing the young Young curves more fully revealed as she 
lounges around her Beverly Hills apartment 

Still, there із no real rest for а song-plugger, be it in 
1958 or in the cabaret hopping days of yore. When she 
isn't listening to the albums she plugs, Susan listens to the 
13dio to sce that her plugs get plenty of play. Ап LPR 
of a Ше! 
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YOUR CREDIT IS GOOD 
WHEREVER YOU GO 


жін; а Рр y nom Cid cod! 


here's why you w 


YOU'LL HAVE 14,000 CHARGE ACCOUNTS 
and immediate, umqnestioned qedit зі the finest 
esıablıskmeuts in every key ску thoughout the 
world, You'll be able to charge FOOD, DRINKS, 
ENTERTAINMENT, HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS, 
CAR RENTALS, IIQUOR, FIOWERS, GIFTS, ETC. 
When the bill is preseured you just sign it. That's all 


хаці GET ONLY ONE MONTHLY STATEMENT 
It will include all your changes, Makes it imp e 
то for ger any legitimare business expense. One check 
pays for everything. Aa invaluable record for tax 
and bookkeeping purpar Your accountant will 
verify this. 

YOU'LL ENJOY THE PRESTIGE ANO CONVENIENCE 
ACCLAIMED BY 600,000 MEMBERS. You wallet. 
sized Diners’ Clad credit card assures you prefered 
treaiment wherever you go and is as easy to use as 
an oil company credit card. Eliminates expense- 
account headaches, petty cash nuisance, the need to 
carry large sums of cash. Replaces dozens of indi 
vidual credit cards. A complete directory aod guide 
co over 14,000 of the world's finest RESTAURANTS, 
NIGHT CLUBS, HOTELS, FI ORISTS, MOTELS through 
the CONGRESS OF MOTOR HOTELS; AUTO RENTAIS 
through HERTZ RENT А CAR; interscate IIQUOR 
GIFTS ıhrough BEVERAGE GIFT SERVICE, 


$5 COVERS 12 FULL MONTHS OF SERVICE, All this 
credit, convenience, and prestige costs you іші $5 a 
year or 12: months from date card js issued—a 
modest fee for so many benefits. And for only $2.50 
each, authorized members nf you fam or family 
can be added on the same account Membership fec 
also includes one year’s subsctiption to "The Danes’ 
Club Magaziue”. 


Eni to join the Diners' Club 


TAX BULLETIN! 


1957, Inte 


On November 25 nal Revenue Service Commussionet, 
Russell C Ha: nting on 2 new regulation which will 
require taxpayers to Áll in new expense account infotmatión on theii 
individual income tax forms, sıated 


"АШ pn al вах 


incur EXPERI IR connection wih 
their expenditures 
wi be іт 
their own 


1 Ee я 
а position to supply expense account information 
records” 

Your Dines’ Club bili is а dated, receipted voucher which permanently 
records what you spent and where you spent й! 


THIS 1S YOUR APPLICATION — MAIL TODAY 


CHECX ONE ONIY 
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